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Vor. II. A 


THE ARGUMENT. 


TiE Trojans, aſter A ſeven years vijage, et fail 

for Italy, but are overtaken: by the dreaſſul form 
which) Falus raiſes at Juns's requeſt. The tempeſt 
Vicks ene, aud ſcatters the ret: Neptune drives off 
ls winds, ard calms the lea, FEneas with bis oun 
fir, au fix more, arrives ſafe at an African port. 
Tos complains to Jupiter of ber ſows misfurtutes. 
Sr piter comforts ber, ant [ents Niercury to procure 
Vin hu reception among the Carthagin:tuns. Vea 
ging out t di cover the chunt, meets bis nici in 
the Aae of an hunt es, who conveys bim tn a cloud 
Cutie; where he /ecs bis hien s whon: he thought 
, and receives akind entertainment from the queen. 
Dido by adevice of Venus begs to have a paſſion for 
Eur, ant, after ſome diſcourſe with bim, deſires the 
þ:ory of bis adventures, ſince the ſiege of Troy, which 
ir the ſubject ef the tuo ſollau ing books, 
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RMS, and the man I ſing, who forc'd by fate, 
And haughty Juno's unrelenting hate 
Expell'd and exii'd, leſt the Trojan ſhore ; 
Long labours, both by fea and land he borez 
And in the doubtful war, before he won 
* e realm, and built the deſun'd town : 
His banith'd gods reſtor'd to rites divine, 
And ſettled ſure ſucceſſion in his line: 
From wkcnce the race of Alban fathers come, 
And the long giories of majeſtic Rome, 

O Muſe! the cauſes aud the crimes relate, 
n dr was provok'd, ard whence her hate; 
For what offence the queen of heav'n began 
To perſccute ſo brave, ſo juſt a man! 

Involy'd his anxious life in endleſs cares, 
Expos'd to wants, and hurry'd into wars! 
Can beavinly minds ſuch high reſentment ſows 
Or exerciſe the ir ſpite in human woe ? 
Againſt the Tiber's mouth, but far away, 
Ap ancient town was ſeated on the ſca: 
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A Tyrian colony; the people made 
Stout for the war, and ſtudious of their trade. 
Carth-ge the name, beloy'd by Juno more 
Than her own Argos, cr the Samian ſhore. 
Here ſtood her chariot, here, if heav'n were Kind, 
The ſeat of xvful empire ſhe deſign'd. 
Yet ſhe had heard an ancient rumour fly, 
(Long cited by the people of the ſcy), 
That times to come ſhou'd ſee the Trojan race 
Her Carthage ruin, and her tow'rs deface : 
Nor thus confin'd, the yoke of ſox'reign ſu ay 
Shou'd en the necks of all the nations lay. 
She ponder'd this, and ſear'd it was in fate; 
Nor cou'd forget the war ſhe wag'd of late, ; 
For conqu'ring Greece againſt the Trojan ſtate. 
Beſides long cauſes working in her mind, 
And ſecret feeds of envy lay behind. 
Peep graven in her heart the doom remaiu'd 
Of partial Paris, and her form diſdain'd : 
The grace beſtow'd on raviſh'd Ganymed, 
Electra's glories, and her injur'd bed. 
Each was a canie alone, and all combin'd 
To kindle vengeance in her haughty mind. 
For this, far diſtent from the Latian coaſt, 
She drove the remnants of the Trojan hoſt: 
And ſev'n long years th* unhappy wand' ring train 
Were toſs'd by ſtorms, and ſcatter'd thro? che main. 
Such time, ſuch toil, requir'd the Roman name, 
Such length of labour for fo vaſt a frame. 

Now ſcarce the Trojan fleet, with ſails and bars, 
IId left behind che fair Sicilian ſhores : 
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Ent'ring with cheerful ſhouts the v-rtry reign, 


And ploughing frothy furrows in the main: 


When lab'ring ſtil, with endleſs diſcontent, 
The queen of heav'n did thus her fury vent. 

Then am I vanquiſli'd, muſt 1 yield, ſaid ſhe, 
And muſt the Trcjans reign in Italy? 

So Fate will have it, and Jovę adds his force; 
Nor can my pow”r divert their happy courſe. 
Cou'd angry Pallas, with revengetul ſpleen, 
The Grecizn navy burn, and drown the men? 
She, for the fault of one oFending foe, 

The bolts of Jove himſelf preſum'd to throv: : 
Vith whirlwinds from b-neath ſhe toſ'd the ſip, 
And hare cxpcs'd the boſom of the deep: 
Then, as an eagle grip*s the trembling game, 
The wretch yet Ei ung with her father's flame, 
She ſtrongly ſciz'd, and with a burning wound, 
Transfix'd and naked, ont a rock the bound. 
But I, who walk in awiul ſtate above, 

The majeſty of heav'n, the ſiſter-wiſe of Jove, 
For length of years my fruitleſs force employ 
Againſt the thin remains of ruin'd Troy. 

What nations now to Juno's pow'r will pray, 
Or of rings on my ſighted altars lay? 

Thus rag'd the goddeſs, and, with ſury franch:, 
The reſtleſs regions of the ſtorms ſhe ſought. 
Where, in a ſpacious cave of living ſtone, 

The tyrant Xolus from his airy throne, 
With pow'r imperial curbs the ſtruggling winds, 
And ſounding tempeſis in dark priſons binds, 
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This way, and that, th' impatient captives tend, 

And, preſſing for releafe, the mountains rend; 

High in his hall th' andaunted monarch ſtands, 

And ſhakes his ſceptre, and their rage commands: 

Which did he not, their unreſiſted ſway 

Wou'd ſweep the world before them in their way: 

Earth, air, and ſeas, thro? empty ſpace wou'd roll, 

And heav*n wou'd fiy before the driving ſoul. 

In fear of this, the father of the gods 

Confin'd their ſury to thoſe dark abodes, 

And lock'd 'em ſafe within, opprefs'd with moun- 
tain loads : 

Impos'd a king, with arbitrary ſway, 

To 1>ofe their fetters, or their force allay. 

To whom the ſuppliant queen her pray'rs addreſt, 

And thus che tenor of her ſuit expreſt. 

O Xolu:! for to thee the king of heav'n 

The pow*r of tempeſts and of winds has giv'n: 

Thy force alone their fury can reſtrain, 

And ſmooth the waves, or ſwell the troubled main: 

A race of wand'ring ſlaves, abhorr'd by me, 

With profp'rons paſſage cut the Thuſcan fea : 

To fruitful Italy their courſe they ſteer, 

And for their vanquiſh'd gods deſign new temples 
there, 

Ruiſe all thy winds, with night involve the ſkies ; 

Sink, or diſperſe, my fatal enemies. 

Twice ſcv'n, the charming daughters of the main, 

Aruand ry perten wait, and beer my train 
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The faireſt, Deiopcie, ſhall be thine; 
And moke thee father of a happy line. 
To this the god—Tis yours, O queen ! to will 

The work, which duty binds me to fuifil, 

Theſe airy kingdoms, and this wide command, 
| Are all the preſents of your bounteous hand; 
Yours is my ſov'reign's grace, and, as your gueſt, 
Ist with gods at their celeſtial feaſt. 
Roiſe tempeſts at your pleaſure, or ſubdue z 
Diſoſe ot empire, which 1 hold from you. 
Ye faid, and hurl'd againſt the mountain ſide 
Fis quis'ring ſpear, and all the god zpply'd. 
The raging winds ruſh thro” the hollow wound, 
And dance loſt in air, and ſlim along the ground: 
Then ſettling on the ſea, the ſurges ſweep 3 
Raiſe liquid mountains, and diſcloſe the deep. 
South, eaſt, and weft, with mix'd confuſcon roar, 
And roll the foaming billows on the ſhore. 
The cables crack, the ſailors? fearful cries 2 


Sncceed my wiſh, and ſecond my deſgn, | pl 


Aſcend 3 and ſable night involves the (kics 3 

And heav'n itſelf is raviſh'd from their eyes. 

Loud peals of thunder from the poles enſue, 

Then flaſhing fires the tranſient light renew; 

The face of things a frightful image bears, 

And preſent death in various forms appears. 

Struck with unuſual fricht, the Trojan chief, 

With lifted hands and eyes, invokes relief: : 
And thrice, and four times hæpry thoſe, he cry'd, 

T hat under Lian walls before their parents died. 
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Why cou'd not I by that ſtrong arm be ſlain, 
And lie by noble Hector on the plain: 

Or great Sarpedon, in thoſe bloody fields, 
Where Simois rolls the bodies and the ſhields 
Of heroes, whoſe diſmember'd hands yet bear 
The dart aloft, and ciench the pointed ſpear? 
Thus while the pious prince bis fate bewails, 
Fierce Boreas drove againſt his fiyirg fails, 

And rent the ſhects : the r-ging billows riſe, 
And mount the toſſing verſe] to the ſkies : 

Nor can the ſhiv'ring oars ſuſtain the blow 

The galley gives her fide, and turus her prow: 
While thofe aſtern, deſcendirg down the ſtecr, 
Thro' gaping waves behold the boiling deep. 
Three ſhips were hurry'd by the ſouthern blaſt, 
And on the ſecrct ſhelves with fury caſt. 

Thoſe hidden rocks th' Auſonian ſailors knew, 
They call'd them altars, when they roſe in view, 
And ſhow'd their ſpacious backs above the flood. 
Three more, fierce Eurus in his angry mood 
Daſt'd on the ſhallows of the moving ſand, 

And in mid ocean left them moor'd a-ian1, 
Orontesꝰ barque, that bore the Lycian crew, 

{A horrid ſight), ev'n in the heio's view, 

From ſlem to ſtem, by waves was overborne: 
The tremoling pilot, from his rudder torn, 

Was headlong hurl'd; thrice round the ſhip was toſt, 
Then bulg'd at once, and in the deep was loſt. 
And here and there above the waves were ſeen 
Arms, picures, precious goods, and Noating men. 


Tydides, braveſt of the Grecian train, 
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The Nonteſt veſſel to the Form gave way, 

And ſuck'd thro? looſen'd planks the ruſhing ſea. 

Ilioncus was her chief: Alcthes old, 

Achates faithful, Abas young and bold 

Endur'd not lefs: their ſhips, with goping ſeams, 

Amit the deiuge of the briny ſtreams. 
Mecaniime imperial Neptune heard the ſound 

Of raging billows breaking on the ground: 

Diſpleas'd, and fearing for his wetry reign, 

He rear'd his awful head above the main: 

Screne in majeſty, then roll'd Eis eyes 

Around the ſpace of carth, and ſcas, and ſkies. 

He ſaw the Trojan fleet difpers'd, diſtreſs*d, 

By ſtormy winds and wintry heay'n orpreſs'd. 

Full well the god his ſiſter's envy knew, 

And what her aims and what her arts purſue : 

He ſummon'd Eurus and the weſtern blaſt, 

And firſt an angry glance on both he caſt : 

Then thus rebuk'd; Audacious winds! from whence 

This bold attempt, this rebel inſolence ? 

Is it for you to ravage ſeas and land, 

Unauthoriz'd by my ſupreme command? 

To raiſe ſuch mountains on the troubled main? 

hom 1—But firſt *tis fit, the bi!lows to reſtrain, 

And then you ſhall be taught obedience to my 

reign. 

Hence, to your lord my royal mandate bear, 

The realms of ocean and the fields of air 

Are mine, not his; by fatal lot to me 

The liquid empire fell, and trident of the ſea. 
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His pow'r to hollow caverns is confin'd, 

There let him reign, the jailor of the uind: 

With hoarſe commands his breathing ſubjects call, 
And bos ſt and biuſter in hi; empty hall. 

He ſpvke: and while he ſpoke he ſmooth'd the ſea, 
Piſpe!Pd the darkneſs, and reſtor'd the day: 
Cymochoe, Triton, and the ſea- green train 

Of b<cutcous nymphs, the daughters of the main, 
Clear from the rocks the veſſels with their hands; 
The god lumſelf with ready trident ſtands, 6 
And opes the dcep, and ſpreads the moving ſands; - 
Then heaves them off the ſhoals ; where-c*er he p 


guides 
His finny courſers, and in triumph rides, « 
The waves unrufiie, and the ſea ſubſides. 


As when in tumults riſe th' ignoble crowd, 

Mad are their motions, and their tongues are loud; 
And ſtones and brands in rattIng vollies fly, 

And all the ruſtic arms that fury can ſupply; 

If then ſome grave and pious man appear, 

They hull. their noiſe, and lend a liſt' ning eor; 

He ſooths with ſober words their angry mood, 
Aud quenches their innate deſire of blood: 

So when the father of the flood appears, 

And o'er the ſcas his ſov'reign trident rears, 
Their fury falls: he ſkims the liquid pls ins, 2 
High on his chariot, and with looſen'd reins, 
M:jeſtic moves along, and awful peace maintains. d) 
The weary Trojans ply their ſhatter'd oars, 

To neareſt land, and make the Libyan ſhores. 
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Within a long receſs there lies à bay, 
An iſland ſhades it from the rolling ſca, 


And forms a port ſccure for ſhips to ride, 0 
Broke by the jutting land on either ſide: ; 
In double ſtreams the briny waters glide, 0 


Betwixt two rows of rocks, a ſylvan ſcene 
Appears above, and groves for ever green : 
A grot is form'd beneath, with moſſy ſeats, 
To reſt the Nereids, and exclude the heats. 
Down thro” the crannies of the living walls 
The cryſtal ſtreams deſcend in murm'ring falls. 
No haulſers need to bind the veſſels here, 
Nor bearded anchors, for no ſtorms they fear. 
Sev'n ſkips within this happy harbour meet, 
The thin remainders of the ſcatter'd fleet. 
The Trojar.s, worn with toils, and ſpent with woes, 
Le:p on the welcome land, and ſeck their wiſh'd 
repoſe, 
Firſt, good Achates, with repeated ſtrokes 
Of claſhing flints, their hidden fire provokes ; 
Short flame ſucceeds, a bed of wither'd leaves 
The dying ſparkles in their fall receives : 
Caught into life, in fiery fumes they riſe, 
And, fed with ſtrorger food, invade the ſkies. 
The Trojans, dropping wet, or ſtand around 
The cheerful blaze, or lie along the ground: 
Some dry their corn, infected with the brine, 
Then grind with marbles, and prepare to dine. 
AÆneas climbs the mountain's airy brow, 


And takes a proſpect of the ſeas below : 
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If Capys thence, or Anthevs he cou'd ſpy; 

Or ſee the ſtreamers of Caicus fly. 

No veſſels were in view: but, on the plain, 
Three beamy ſtags command a lordly tram 

Of branching heads; the more igroble throng 
Attend their ſtately ſteps, and flowly graze along. 
He ſtood; and while ſecure they fed below, 

He took the quiver, and the truſty bow 
Achates us'd to bear; the leaders firſt 

He laid along, and then the vulgar pierc'd; 
Nor ceas'd his arrows, till the ſhady plain 
Sev'n mighty bodics with their blood diſtain. 
For the ſev'n ſhips he made an equal ſhare, 

And to the port return'd, triumphant from the war. 
The jars of gen'rous wine (Aceſtesꝰ giſt, 

When his Trinacrian ſhores the navy left) 

He ſet abroach, and for the feaſt prepar'd, 

In equal portions with the ven'ſon ſhar'd. 

Thus while he dealt it round, the pious chicf, 
With cheerful words allay'd the common grief: 
Endure, and conquer; Jove will ſoon diſpoſe 
To future good, our paſt and preſent woes. 
With me, the rocks of Scylla you have try'd; 
THY inhuman Cyclops and his den defy'd. 
What greater ills hereaftcr can you bear? 
Reſume your courage, and diſmiſs your care. 
An hour will come, with plcaſurc to relate” 
Your forrows paſt, as benefits of fate. 
Through various hazards and events we move 


To Latium, and the realms foredoom'd by Jove. 


Call'd to the ſeat (the promiſe of the ſkies) 

Where Trojan kingdoms once again may riſe, 

Endure the hardſhips of your preſent ſtate, 

Live, and reſerve yourſelves for better fate. 

Theſe words he ſpoke; but ſpoke not from his 

heart; 

Vis outward ſmiles conceal'd his inward ſmart. 

The jolly crew, unmindful of the paſt, 

The quarry ſhare, their plenteous dinner haſte : 

Some ſtrip the ſkin, ſome portion out the ſpoil ; 

The limbs, yet trembling, in the cauldrons boil : 

Some on the fire the recking entrails broil. 

Stretch'd on the graſſy turf, at eaſe they dine; 

Reſtore their ſtrength with meat, and cheer their ſouls 
with wine. 

Their hunger thus appeas'd, their care attends 

The doubtful fortune of their abſent friends; 

Alternate hopes and fears their minds poſſeſs, 

Whether to deem them dead, or in diſtreſs. 

Above the reſt, Aneas mourns the fate 

Of brave Orontes, and th? uncertain ſtate 

Of Gyas, Lycus, and of Amycus : 

The day, but not their ſorrows, ended thus. 

When, from aloft, almighty Jove ſurveys 

Earth, air, and ſhores, and navigable ſeas, 

At length on Libyan realms he fixt his eyes : 

Whom, pond'ring thus on human miſeries, 

When Venus ſaw, ſhe with a lovely look, 


Not free from tears, her heay'nly fire beſpoke. 
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O king of gods and men, whoſe au ful hand 

Diſperſes thunder on the ſecs and land; Q 

Diſpoſing all with abſolute command: 5 

How cou'd my pious fon thy pow'r incenſe? 

Or what, alas! is veniſh'd Troy's offence ? 

Our hope of Italy not only loſt 

On various ſeas, by vaiious tempeſis toſt, c 

But ſhut from ev'ry ſure, and bart d from ev'ry 
coaſt, . 

You promis'd once, a progery divine 

Of Romans, riſing from the Trojin Ene, 

In after-times ould hold the world in zwe, 

And to the land and ocean give the law. 

Hou is your doom revers'd, v hich eas'd my care, 

Vhen Troy was ruin'd in that cruel war? 

Then fates to fates I cou'd oppoſe ; but now, 

V hen fortune ſtill purſues her former blow, 

What can I hope? What worſe can fill ſucceed ? 

What end & labours has your will decweed? 

Anter.or, from the micſt of Grecian hoſ.s, 

Cou'd paſs ſecure, and pierce th' Illyrian coaſts : 

Where, rolling down the ſteep, Timavus raves, 

And thro” nine channels diſcmbogues his u aves. 

At length he founded Padua's happy ſeat, 

And gave his Trojans a ſecure retreat : 

There fix'd their arms, and there reneu d their name, 

And there in quiet rules, and crown'd with fame: 

But we, deſcended from your ſacred line, 

Entitled to your heav'r, and rites divine, 
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Are bauiſh'd earth, and, for the wrath of one, 
Remoy'd ſrom Latium and the promis'd throne. 
Are theſe our ſcepters? theſe our due rewards ? 


15 


And is it thus that Jove his plighted faith regards? 


To whom, the father of th' immortal race, 
Smiling with that ſerene indulgert face, 


With v hich he drives the clouds and clears the fl. ics, 


Firſt gave a holy kiſs; then thus replies. 

Daughter, diſmiſs thy fears: to thy deſire 
The fates of thine are fix'd, and ſtand entire. 
Thou ſhalt behold thy wifl'd Lavinian walls, 
And, ripe fer heav'n, when fate Aneas calls, 
Then ſhalt thou bear him up, ſublime, to me; 
No councils kave revers'd my firm decree. 
And leſt new fears diſturb thy heppy tate, 
Kaow, I have ſearch'd the myſtic rolls of fate - 
Thy ſon (nor is th* appointed ſcaſon far) 
In Italy ſhall wage ſucceſsful war; 
Shall tame fierce nations in the bloody field, 
And ſov'reign laws impoſe, and cities build. 
Till, after ev'ry foe ſubdu'd, the ſun 
Thrice thro? the ſigns his annual race ſhall run: 
This is Eis time prefix d. Aſcanius then, 
Now call'd Iülus, ſhall begin his reign. 
Re thirty rolling years the crown ſhall wear, 
Then from Lavinium ſhall the ſcat transfer: 
And, with hard labour, Alba-longa build; 
The throne wiih his ſucceſſion ſhall be fill'd, 
Thee hundred circuits more: then ſhal! be ſcen 
Ilia the fair, a prieſteſs and a queen: 
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Who, full of Mars, in time, with kindly throes, 

Shall at a birth two goodly boys diſcloſe. 

The royal babes a tawny wolf ſhall drain, 

Then Romulus his grandfire's throne ſhall gain, 

Of martial tow'rs the founder ſhall become, 

The people Romans call, the city Rome. 

To them no bounds of empire J aſſign; 

Nor term of years to their immortal line. 

Ev'n haughty Juno, who, with endleſs broils, 

Earth, ſeas, and heav'n, and Jove himſelf turmoils ; 

At length aton'd, her friendly pow'r ſhall join, 

To cheriſh and advance the Trojan line. 

The ſubject world ſhall Rome's dominion own, 

And, proſtrate, ſhall adore the nation of the gown. 

An age is rip'ning in revolving fate, 

When Troy ſhall overturn the Grecian ftate » 

And ſweet revenge her conqu'ring ſons ſhall call, 

To cruſh the people that conſpir'd her fall. 

They Cæſar from the Julian ſtock ſhall riſe, 

Whoſe empire ocean, and whoſe fame the ſkies 

Alone ſhall bound. Whom, fraught with eaſtern 
ſpoils, 

Our heav'n, the juſt reward of human toils, 

Securely ſhall repay with rites divine 

And incenſe ſhall aſcend before his ſacred ſhrine. 

Then dire debate, and impious war ſhall ceaſe, 

And the ſtern age be ſoften'd into peace: 

Then baniſh'd faith ſhall once again return, 

And veſtal fires in hallow'd temples burn, 

And Remus with Quirinus ſhall ſuſtzin 

The righteous laws, and fraud and force reſtrain. 
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Janus bimſelf beſore his ſane ſhall wait, 

Ard keep the dreadſul jifues of his gate, 

With belt; and iron bars: within remains 

Impriſon'd fury, bourd in brazen chairs: 

iich on a trophy rais'd, of uitle's arms, 

He fits, and threats the world with vain alarms. 
He fad, and ſent Cyllenius with command 

To free the ports, and ope the Punic land 

To Trojan oucſis; left, ignorant of fate, 

The queen might force them ſrom her town and ſtate. 

Down ſrom the ſteep of keav'n Cyllenius flies, 

And cleaves with all his wings the yielding ics. 

Soon cn the Libyan ſhore deſcends the god; 

Periorms his meſhge, and diſplays his rod; 

The ſurly murmurs of the people ceaſe, 

And, as the fotes requir'd, they give the peace. 

Ihe queen hetielf ſuſpends the rigid laws, 

The 7 rojens pities, and protects their cauſe. 
Meantime, in ſhades of night Ancas lies; 

Cere ſciz'd his ſoul, and fleep forſook his eyes. 

Bet ul en the ſun reſtor'd the cheerful day, 

He rh e, the coaſt and courtry to ſurvey, 

Anxiovs and enger to Ciſcover more: 

It look*d a wid urcultivated ſhore: 

But whe:her human kind, or beaſts alone 

Poſſeſs'd the nev- ſound reyion, was unknown. 

Bencuth a lcege of rocks Lis fleet he hides 

Tal! trees ſurround the mountains thady ſdes: Q 

The dend.ng brow above, a Lit reircat provides: 
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Armẽd with two pointed darts, he leaves his friends, 
And true Achates on his Neps attends. 
Lo, in the deep receſſes of the wood, 

fore his eyes his goddeſs mother ſtood : 
A huntreſs in her habit and her mien; 
Her dreſs a maid, her air confeſs'd a queen. 
Bare were her knees, and knots her garments bind; 
Looſe was her hair, and wanton'd in the wind; N 
Her hand ſuſtain'd a bow, her quiver hung behind. 5 
She ſrem'd a virgin of the Spartan blood: 
With ſuch array Harpalice beſtrode 
Her Thracian courſer, and outſtripp'd the rapid 

flood. 
Ho! ſtrangers! have you lately ſeen, ſhe ſaid, 2 
One of my ſiſters, like myſelf array'd; 
Who croſt the lawn, or in the foreſt ſtray'd? Y 
A painted quiver at her back ſhe bore ; 2 
Vary'd with ſpots, a Lynx's hide ſhe wore : 
And at full cry purſu'd the tuſky boar ? 5 
Thus Venus: Thus her ſon reply'd agen; 
None of your ſiſters have we heard or ſeen, 
O Virgin! or what other name you bear 
Above that ſtyle; O more than mortal fair! 
Your voice and mien celeſtial birth betray ! 
If, as you ſeem, the ſiſter of the day; 
Or one at leaſt of chaſte Diana's train, 
Let not an humble ſuppliant ſue in vain: 
But tell a ſtranger, long in tempeſts toſt, 
What earth we tread, and who commands the 
coaſt? 
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Then on your name ſhall wretched mortals call; 


And offer'd victims at your altars fall. 

I dare not, ſhe reply'd, aſſume the name 

Of goddeſs, or celeſtial honours cluim : 

For Tyrian virgins bows ane quivers bear, 
And purple buſkins o'er their ancles wear. 
Know, gentle youth, in Libyan lands you are: 
A pcople rude in peace, and rough in war. 
The riſing city, which from far you ſee, 

Is Carthage; and a Tyrian colony. 

Phœnician Dido rules the growing ſtate, 


V ho fied from Tyre, to ſhun her brother's hate: 


Great were her wrongs, her ſtory full of fate; 
Which I will ſum in ſhort. Sichæus, known 
For wealth, and brother to the Punic throue, 
Poffc{s'd fair Dido's bed: and either heart 

At once was wounded with an equal dart. 

Her father gave her, yet a ſpotleſs maid ; 
Pygmalion then the Tyrian ſcepter ſu ay'd: 
One who contemn'd divine and human laus. 
Ihen ſtrife enſu'd, and curſed gold the cauſe. 
The monarch, blinded with deſire of wealth, 
With ſteel invades his brother's life by ſtealth ; 
Before the ſacred altar made him bleed, 

And long from her conceal'd the cruel deed : 
Some tale, ſome new pretence, he daily coin'q, 
To ſooth his ſiſter, and delude her mind. 

At length, in dead of night, the ghoſt appears 
Of her unhappy lord : the ſpectre ſtares, 

And with creCted cyes his bloody boſom bares. 
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Ille crue! altars, and his fate he tells, 

And tie dire ſecret of his houſe reveals. 

Then warns the widow, with her houſhold gods, 

To ſeek a refuge in remote abodes. 

Laſt, to ſupport her in ſo long a way, 

Fe ſhews her where his hidden treaſurcs lay. 

Admoniſh'd thus, and ſeiz'd with mortal fright, 

The queen provides comparions of her flight: 

1 hey meet, and all combine to leave the ſtate, 

Who hate the tyrant, or who fear his hate. 

They ſeize a fleet, which ready rigg'd they find : 

Nor is Pygmalion's treaſure left behind. 

The veilcls, heavy laden, put to fea 

With proſp'rous winds; a woman leads the way. 

I know not, if by ſtreſs of weather driy*n, 

Or was their fatal courſe diſpos'd by heav'n ; 

At laſt they landed, where from far your eyes 

May view the turrets of new Carthage riſc: 

There bought a ſpace of ground, which Byrſa call'd 

From the bu:Ps hide, they firſt inclos'd, and wall'd. 

But whence are you, what country claims your birth? 

What ſeek you, ſtrangers, on our Libyan earth? 
To u hom, with ſorrow ſtreaming from his eyes, 

And deeply ſighing, thus ker fon replies: 

Cou'd you with patience hear, or I relate, 

O nymph! the tedious annals of our fate ! 

Thro? ſuch a train of woes if 1 ſhou'd run, 

The day wou'd ſooner than the tale be done! 

From ancient Troy, by force expell'd, we come, 

It you by chance have heard the Trojin name : 
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On various ſeas, by various tempeſts toſt, 

At length we landed on your Libyan coaſt : 
The good AF neas am I call'd, a name, 

While fortune favour'd, not unknown to fame: 
My houſhold gods, companions of my woes, 
With pious care I reſcu'd from our foes ; 

To fruitful Ttaly my courſe was bent, 

And from the king of heav'n is my deſcent. | 
With twice ten ſail 1 croſs the Phrygian ſea ; | 
Fate and my mother goddeſs led my way. 

Scarce ſev'n, the thin remainder of my flect, 
From ſtorms preſerv'd, within your harbour meet: 
Myſelf diſtreſs'd, an exile, and unknown, : 


Debarr'd from Europe, and from Aſia thrown, 
In Libyan deſcrts wander thus alone. 

His tender parent cou'd no longer bear; 
But, interpoſ:ng, ſought to ſooth his care. 
Whoc*cr you are, not unbeloy'd by heav'n, 
Since on our friendly ſhore your ſhips are driv'n, 
Have courage : to the gods permit the reſt, 
And to the queen expoſe your juſt requeſt. 
Now take this earneſt of ſucceſs, for more: 
Your ſcatter'd fleet is juin'd upon the ſhore ; 
The winds are chang'd, your friends from danger 

free, 

Or I renounce my {kill in augury. 
Twelve ſwans be hold, in beauteous order move, 
And ſtoop with cloſing pinions from above: 1 
Whom late the bird of Jove had driv'n along, | 
And thro' the clouds purſu'd the ſcatt'ring throng : 
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New all mited in a goodly team, 

They ſim tic ground, and ſeck the quiet ſtream. 

As they, with joy returning, clap their wings, 

And ride the c::-::;t of the ties in rings; 

Not otherwiſe your ſhips, and try friend, 

Airezdy hold the vort, or with ſwift ſails deſcend. 

No more advice is needful, but purſue 

The puth beſore you, and the town in view, 

Thus having ia:-, de turn'd, and made appear 

Her neck refulgert, and CitkcovrelPd hair; 

Which, flowing from her ſhoulders, reach'd the 
ground, 

And widely ſpread ambroſial ſcents around; 

In length of train deſcends her ſweeping gown, 

And, by her graccful walk, the qucen of loye is 
known. 

The prince purſu'd the parting deity, 

With words like theſe: Ah! whither doſt thou fly? 

Unkind and cruel, to deceive your ſon 

In borrow'd ſhapes, and his embrace to ſhun ; 

Never to bleſs my fight, but thus unknown ; 

And ſtill to ſpeak in accents not your own. 

Againſt the goddeſs theſe complaints he made; 

Bat took the path, and her commands obey'd. 

They march obſcure, for Venus kindly ſhrou';, 

With miſts, their perſons, and involves in clouds: 

That, thus unſeen, their paſſage none might ſtay, 

Or force to tell the cauſes of their way. 

This part perform'd, the goddeſs flies ſublime, 

To viſtt Paphos, and her native clime : 
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Where garlands ever green, ard ever fair, 

With vous are ofer'd, and with ſolemn pray*r; 

A huodred altors in her temple ſmoke, 

A thoutand bleeding hearts her pon'r invoke. 
They climb the next aſcent, and, looking down, 

Now at a nearer diſtance view the town : 

The prince with wonder ſees the ſtately tow'rs, 

Which late were huts, and ſhepherds” homely bow” rs; 

The gates and fire-ts ; and hears, from ev'ry part, 

The noiſe, and buſy concourſe of the mart. 

The toiling Tyrians on each other call, 

To ply their labour: ſome extend the wall, 

Some build the citadel; the brawny throng 

Or dig, or puſh unwieidy ſtones along. 

Some for their dwellings chuſe a ſpot of ground, 

Which, firſt deſign'd, with ditches they ſurround. 

Some laws crCuin, and ſome attend the choice 

Of holy ſenates, and elect by voice. 

Here ſome deſign a mole, while others there 

Lay deep foundations for a theatre: 

From marble quarries mighty columns hew, 

For ornaments of ſcenes, and future view. 

Such is their toil, and ſuch their buſy pains, 

As exerciſe the bees in flow'ry plains; 

When winter paſt, and ſummer ſcarce begun, 

Invites them forth to labour in the ſun : 

Some lead their youth abroad, while ſome condenſe 

Their liquid ſtore, and ſome in cells diſpenſe. 

Some at the gate ſtand ready to receive 

The golden burden, and their friends relie ve. 


PPP 


24 VIRGIL's B. I. v. 606. 


All, with united force, combine to drive 

The lazy drones from the laborious hive; 

With envy ſtung, they view each other's deeds ; 

The fragrant work with diligence proceeds. 

| Thrice happy you, whoſe walls already riſe 3 
A.neas ſaid; and view'd, with lifted eyes, 
Their lofty tow'rs; then ent'ring at the gate, 
Conceal'd in clouds, (prodigious to relatc), 
He mix'd, unmark'd, among the buſy throng, 
Borne by the tide, and paſs'd unſecn along. 
Full in the center of the town there ſtood, 
Thick ſet with trees, a venerable wood : 
The Tyrians landed near this holy ground, 
And digging here, a proſp'rons omen found: 
From under earth a courſer's head they drew, 
Their growth and future fortune to furcſhew x 
This fated ſign their foundreſs Juno gave, 
Of a ſoil fruitful, and a people brave. 
Sidonian Dido here with ſolemn ſtate 
Did Juno's temple build, and conſecrate: 
Enrich'd with gifts, and with a golden ſhrine; 
But more the goddeſs made the place divine. 
On brazen ſteps the marble threſhold roſe, 
And brazen plates the cedar beams incloſe : 
The rafters are with brazen coy'rings crown'd, 
The lofty doors on brazen hinges ſound. 
What firſt Xneas in this place beheld, 
Reviv'd his courage, and his fear expell'd. 
For while, expecting there the queen, he rais'd 
lis wond'ring eyes, and round the temple gaz'd ; 
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Admir'd the fortune of the riſing town, 
The ſtriving artiſts, and their arts renown : 
He ſaw in order painted on the wall, 
Whatever did unhcppy Troy befal : 
The wars that feme arourd the worid had blown, 
All to the life, and cry leader known. 
There Agamemnon, Priam here he ſpies, 
And fierce Achilles, who both kings defies. 
He ſtopp'd, and weeping ſaid, O friend! ev'n here 
The moruments of Trojan woes appear! 
Our known diſaſters fil ev'n foreign lands: 
See there, where old uuhappy Priam ſtards ! 
Ev'n the mute walls relate the werrior's fame, 
And Trojan griefs the Tyrians” pity claim. 
He ſaid : his tears a ready paſſage find, 
Devouring what he ſaw ſo well deſign'd; 5 
And with an empty picture fed his mind. 
For there he ſaw the fainting Grecians yield, 
And here the trembling Trojars quit the field, 
Purſu'd by fierce Achilles thro? the plain, 
On his high chariot driving o'r the ſlain. 
The tents of Rheſus next his griefs renew, 
By their white fails betray'd to nightly vicw. 
And wakeful Diomede, whoſe cruel fword | 
The centries flew; nor ſpar'd their flumb'ring lord. | 
Then took the fiery ſteeds, ere yet the food 
Of Troy they taſte, or drink the Xanthian flood. 
E!ſewhere he ſaw where Troilus defy'd 
Achilles, and unequal combat try,d. 
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"Then, where the boy, diſarm'ꝗ, with looſen'd reins, 

Vas by his horfes hurr:”d cr the plains : 

Hung by the neck and hair, and dregg'd around, 

The hoſii.c ſpear yet ficking in his wound; 

With tracks of blood i1.{crib'd the duſty ground. 5 
Meantime the Trotan dames, oryreſs'd with wore, 

To Pallas“ fane in long proceſſion go, 

In hopes to reconcile their heav*nly foe: 5 

Ihey weep, they beat their breaſts, they rend their 

hair, 

And rich embroider'd veſts for preſents beer: 

But the ſtern god eſs ſtands unmo d with pray'r. 

Thrice round the 1 rujun walls Achilles Orew 

The corps of Heftur, whyum, in fight he flew. 

Here Priam ſues; ai. d there, for ſums of g ud, 

The lifelefs body of his fun is fold. 

So ſud an object, and fo well expreß'd, 

Drew ſighs and grumns i tom the griev*d kero's breaſt: 

To ſee the figure of his lift leſs friend, 

And his old fre his helpleſs hand cxtend. 

Himſelf he faw amiaſt the Grecian train, 

Mix'd in the bloody battle on the plein. 

And ſwarthy Memnon in his arms ke knew, 

His pompous enſigus, and his Indi. crew, 

Pentheſilea, there, with haughty grace, 

Leads to the wars an Amazonien race: 

In their right hands a pointed dart they wield ; 

The left, for ward, ſuſtains the lunar ſhield. 

Athwart her breaſt a golden belt the throws, 

Amidſt the preſs alone provokes a thoulind foes : 6 

And dares her maiden arms to manly force oppoſe. 


Thus, while the Trojzn prince employs his eyes, 

Fix'd on the walls with wonder and ſurpriſe; 

The beantcovs Dido, with a num'rous train, 

And pomp of guerds, aſcends the facred fane, 

Such on Euretas' banks, or Cynthus“ height, 

Diena ſeems; and fo ſhe charms the fight, 

When ia the dance the graceful goddels leads 

The quire of nymphs, and overtops their heads. 

Known by her quiver, and her lofty mien, 

She walks majcliic, and ſhe Jocks their queen : 

Latona ſees her ſhine above the reſt, 

And feeds with ſecret joy her ſilent breaſt. 

Such Dido was; with ſuch becoming ſtate, 

Amidſt the crowd, ſhe walks ſerenely great. 

Their labour to her future ſway ſhe ſpecds, 

And paſſing with a gracious glance proceeds : 

Then mounts the throne, high plac'd before the ſhrine; 

In crowds around the fwarming people juin, 

She takes petitions, and cilperſes laws, 

Hears, and determines ey'ry private cauſe, 

Their taſks in equal poriions fhe Civides, 

And wherc unequal, there by lot decides. 

Another way by chance Z'ncis bends 

His eyes, and unexrected fees i:is friends: 

Antheus, Sergeſ.as greve, Cloanthus ſtrong, 

And at their backs a mighty Trojan throng ; 

Whom late the tem peſt on the billows toſt, 

And widely ſcutter'd on another coc.it. 

The prince, unſcen, ſurpriz'd, with wonder ſtands, 

And lor gs, with joytui hi{.c, ro join their hands: 
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But, doubtſul of the wiſh'd event, he ſtays, 

And from the hollow clond his friends ſurveys: 
Impatient till they told their preſent ſtate, 

And where they left their ſhids, and what their fate; 
And why they came, and what was their requeſt: 
Fer theſe were ſent commiſſion'd by the reſt, 

To ſue tur leave to land their ſickly men, 

And gain admiſſion to the gracious queen. 

Fut' ring, with crics they ſill'd the holy fane 
Then thus, with 1:wly voice, Ihioneus began. 

O qu*en ! indulg'd by favour of the gods, 

To found an empire in theſe new abodes 

To build a town, with ſtatutes to reſtrain 

The wild inhabitants beneath thy reign : 

Ve wretched Trojmns toſt on ev'ry ſhorc, 

From ſea to ſea, thy clemency implore : | 
Forbid the fires our ſhipping to deface, 2 
Rece; ve th' unhappy ſngitives to grace, 

And ſpare the remnant of a pious race. 3 
We come not with deſign of waſtefal prey, 

To drive the country, force the ſwains au ay: 

Nor ſuch our ſtrength, nor ſuch is our deſire, 
The var qufqh'd dare not to ſuch thoughts aſfire. 
A Ind there is, Heſperia nam'd of old, 

The ſoil is fruitfal, and the men ure bold: 

Th Oenotriars held it once, by common fame, 
Now call'd Italia, from the leader's name. 

To that Greet region was our verge bent, 

V hen winds, and ev'ry warring element, 
Diſturb'd our courſe, and, for from ft of land, 
Caſt our torn vellcls on the mo ing ſard : 
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The ſea came or ; the ſouth, with mighty roar, 
Diſpers'd and daſh'd the reſt upon the rocky ſhore, 
Thoſe few you ſee eſc.p'd the form, and fear, 
Unleſs you interpoſe, a ſhipwreck Fre; 

What men, what monſters, u hat inhuman race, 
What laws, what harb*rous cuſtoms of the place, 
Shut up a deſert thore to drowning men, 

And drive us to the crucl ſcas agen! 

If our hard fortune no compaſſion draws, ? 
Nor hoſpitable rites, nor human laws, 

The gods are juſt, and will revenge our cauſe. 5 
Aneas was our prince, a juſter lord, 0 
Or nobler warrior, never drew a ſword : * 
Obſer vant of the right, religious of his word. 
If yet he lives, and draws his vital air, 

Nor we his friends of ſafety ſhall deſpair, 

Nor you, great queen, theſe offices repent, 

Which he will equal, and perhaps augment. 

We want not cities, nor Sicilian coaſts, 

here King, Aceſics Trojun lincage boaſts. 

Permit our hips a ſhelter on your ſhores, 

Refitted from your woods with planks and oars ; 
That, if our prince be ſuſe, we may renew 

Our deſtin'd courſe, and Italy purſue, 

But if, O beſt of men! the fates ordain 

That thou «rt ſuallow'd in the Libyan main: 

And if our young liius be no more, 

Uiſmiſs our navy from your friendly ſhore, 

That we to good Aceſtes may return, 

And with dur friends cur common loſſes mourn, 
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Thus ſpoke Ilioneus; the T.ojar crew 

With cries and clamours his requeſt rene v. 

Ius modeſt qugen a while, with douncaſt cyce, 

Fonder'd the ſpeech; then briefly thus -eplics. 
Trojans, ditmiſs your fears : my crucl fate, 

ind doubts attending an vnſettled ſtate, 

Force me to guard my cont from foreign foes: 

Who has not heard the ſtory of your woes? | 

Ihe name and fortune of your tative place, 

The fame and velour of the Phrygian race? 

Ve Tyrians are not ſo devoid of ſenſe, 

Nor ſo remote from Phœbus' influence, 

Vheiher to Latian ſhores your courſe i; bent, 

Or driv'n by tempeſts from your firſt intent, 

You ſeck the good Aceſtes“ government; 

Yonr men ſhall be receiv'd, your fleet repan'd, 

And fail, with ſhips of convoy for your guard: 

Or, wou'd you ſtay, and join your friendly pow” rs, 0 

To raiſe and to defend the Tyrian tou“ rs; 

My wealth, my city, and myſelif are you.s. 5 

Jud wou'd to heav'n the ſtorm, you felt, wou'd bring 

Cn Carthaginian coaſts your wand'ring king. 

My people ſhall, by my command, e:plore 

he ports and creeks of ev'ry winding lhorc ; 

Jud towns, and wilds, and ſhady woods, in gueſt 

Cf ff revown'd and fo defir'd a gui ſt. | 

Rais'd in his mind the Trojan hero ſtood, | | 

And long' d to break from out his ambient clouc ; 

Achates found it; and thus urg'd lus way: 

From whence, O goddeſ;-born:! this long delay? 
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V hat more can you deſire, your welcome ſure, 
Your fleet in ſafety, nd your friends ſecure? 
One cnly wents; and him we ſaw in vain 
Oppoſe the ſtorm, and fwallow'd in the main. 
Orontes in his fate our forfeit paid, 

The reſt agrees with v hat your mother ſaid. 
Scarce had he ſpoken when the cloud gave way, 
The miſts flew upward, and diſſolv'd in day. 
The Trojan chief appear'd in open ſight, 
fuguſt in viſage, and ſcrenely bright. 

His mother goddeſs, with her bands divine, 


F:d ſorm'd his curiing iocks, and made his temples 


ſhine: 

And g:v*n his rolling eyes a ſparkling grace 
And breath'd a youthful vigour on his face: 
Like poliſh'd iv'ry, beantcous to beho!d, 
Or Parian marble, when enchas'd in gold: 
Thrs radiant from the circling cloud be brcke 
And thus with manly modeſy he ſpcke. 

He u hom you ſtek 2m I: by terpeſts to??, 
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nd fav'd ſrom ſhipwreck on your Libyan coaſt : 


Preſenting, gracious queen, before your throne 
A princ: that owes his life te you alone. 

Fair majcſiy, the refuge and redreſs 

Of thoſe whom fate purſues, and warts oppreſs: 
You, who your pious oftices employ 

To ſave the relics of abandon*d Troy; 
Receive the ſhipwreck'd on your friendly ſhore, 
With hoſpitable rites recieve the poor : 
Aſſociate in your town a wand'ring train, 

And ſtrangers in your palace crtertain. 
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What thanks can wretched fugitives return, 

V ho ſcatter'd thro” the world in exile mourn? 
The gods, if gods to goodneſs are inclin'd, 

If ads of mercy touch their heav'nly mind 

And, more than all the gods, your gen'rous heart, 
Conſcious of worth, requite its own deſert ! 

In you this age is happy, and this earth: 

And parents more than mortal gave you birth. 
While rolling rivers into ſeas ſhall run, 

And round the ſpace of heav'n the radiant ſun 
While trees the mountain-tops with ſhades ſupply, 
Your honour, name, and praife ſhall never die. 
Whatc'er abode my fortune has afſign'd, 

Your image ſhall be preſent in my mind. 

Thus hoving ſoid ; he turn'd with pious haſte, e 
And joyful his expecting friends cmbrac'd: : 
With his right hand Ilioneus was grac'd, | 5 
Sereſtus with his left; then to his breaſt 

Cloanthus and the noble Cyas preſt; Q 
And fo by turns deſcended to the reſt. 0 

The Tyrian queen ſtood fix'd upon his face, 
Plęas'd with his motions, raviſh'd with his grace: 
Adn.ir*d his fo-runes, more admir*d the man; 
Th.n recolle ed ſtood; and thus began. 

What fate, O coddeſs-born! what angry pow'rs 
Have caſt you ſhip-wreck'd on our barren ſhores ? 
Are you the great Ancas, known to fame, 

Who from c*i<ftial ſeed your lineage claim 
The ſame *neas, who fair Venus bore 
To ferz'A Achs on th? Idean hore? 
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It calls into my min, though then a child, 
When Teucer came from Salaniis exii'd; 

And ſought my father's aid, to be reſtor'd: 
diy f: ther Belus theu with fire and ſword 
Invaded Cyprus, made the region bare, 

And, congu'ring, fniſh'd the ſueceſoful war. 
From him the Trojan ſee* I underſtood, 

The Grecian chicfs, and your illuſtrious blood : 
Your foe himſelf the Dardan valour prais'd, 
Ar is own anccſtry from Trojans rais'd. 
Enter, my noble gueſt; and yua ſhall find, 

If not a coſtly welcome, yet a kind. 

For I myſelf, like you, have been diſtreſt; 
Tii! heav'n aſſo ded me this place of reſt. 
Like you an alien in a land unknown, 

T learn to pity woes ſo like my own. 

due ſaid, and to the palace led her gueſt, 

Ihen oTc;*d incenſe, and proclaim'd a feaſt. 
Nor yet leſs careful for his abſent f.iends, 
Twice ten fat oxen to the ſhips ſhe ſends : 

Ber des a hundred boars, a hundred lambs, 
With bleating cries, attend their milky dams. 
Aud jais of gen'rous wine, ard ſpacious bowls, 
Ste gives to cheer the ſailors drooping ſouls. 
Now purple hangings clothe che palace walls, 
And ſumptuous feaſts are made in ſplendid halls : 
On Tyr:an carpets, richly wrought, they dine; 
With loads of maſſy plate the fhde-boards ſhine, 
And antic vaſes, all of gold, emboſ$'d ; 

(The gold it:clt inferior to the cof); 
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The fights and figures of illuſtrious men; 
From thcir firſt founder to the preſent queen. 
The good nens, whoſe paternal care 
Iutins? abſence could no longer bear, 
Difpotch'd Achates to the ſhips in haſte, 
To give z glad relation of the paſt; 
And, fraucht with precious gifts, to bring the boy 
Snatch'd from the ruins of unhappy Troy: 
A robe of ti ſue, {t1:F with golden wire; 
An upper veſt, once Helen's rich attire 
From Argos by the fam'd :dultreſs brought: 
With golden flow'rs and winding foliage wrought ; 
Her mother Leda's preſent, when ſhe came 
To ruin Troy, and ſet the world on flame. 
The ſecpter Priam's eldeſt daughter bore, 
Her orient necklace, and the crown ſhe worez 
Of double texture, glorious to bchold, 
One order ſet with gems, and one with gold. 
Inſtructed thus, ihe wife Achates goes: 
And in his diligence his duty hows. 
But Venus, anxious for her ſon's affcirs, 
New counſels tries; and new deſigns prepares: 
That Cupid ſhou'd aſſume the ſhape and face 
Of ſweet A canius, and the ſprightly grace: 
Shou'd bring the preſents, in her nephæu's lead, 
And in Eliza's veins the gentle poiſon ſhed. 
For much ſhe fear'd the Tyrians, double-tongu'd, 
And knew the town to Juno's care belong'd. 
Theſe thoughts by night her golden ſiumbers broke; 
And thus, alarm'd, to winged Love ſhe ſpoke. 


Of curious work, where on the ſides were ſeen 2 
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My ſon, my ſtrength, whoſe mighty pow'r alone 
Controls the thund*rer, on his awful throne, 
To thee thy much-afflicted mother flies, 
And on thy ſuccour, and thy faith relies. 
Thou know'ſt, my ſon, how Jove's revengeful wife, 
By force and fraud, attempts thy brother's life. 
And often haſt thou mourn'd with me his pains ; 
Him Dido now with baniſhment detains ; Q 
But I ſuſpect the town where Juno reigns. > 
For this, ?tis needful to prevent her art, 
And fire with love the proud Phœnician's heart. 
A love fo violent, ſo ſtrong, fo ſure, 
As neither age can change, nor art can cure. 
How this may be perform'd, now take my mind; 
Aſcanius, by his father is defgn'd 
To come, with pretents, laden from the port, 
To gratity the queen, and gain the court. 
] mcan to plurge the boy in pleaſing ſleep, 
And ravil''d, in Idalian bon 'rs to keep 
Or high Cythera * that the ſweet deceit 
May paſs unſcer,, and none prevent the cheat, 
Take thou his form and ſhape. I beg the grace 0 
But only for a night's revols ing ſpace; 
Thyſelf a boy, aſſume a boy's diſembied face. 
That when amidſt the fervour of the feaſt, 
The Tyrian hugs, and fonds thee on her breaſt, 
And with ſweet kiiles in her arms conſtrains, 
Thou mzy'ſt infuſe thy venom in her veins. 
The god of love obeys, and ſets aſide 
His bow, lis quiver, and his plumy pride: 
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He w:!ks lülus in his mother's Cght, 

And in the ſweet reſemblance takes delight. 
The goddeſs then :o young Aſcanius flies, 

And in a pleaſing ſlumber ſeals his eyes 

LulFd in ler lap, amidſt a train of loves, 

She gently bears him to her bliſsful groves : 

Then with a wreath of myrtle crowns his head, 

And foftly lays him on a flow'ry bed. 

Cupid mean time aſſum'd his form and face, 

FolPwing Achates with a ſhorter pace; 

And brouyht the gifts. The queen, alrcady fat 

Amidſt the Trojan lords, in ſhining ſtate, 

High on a golden bed: her prince!y gueſt 

Vas next her fide, in order ſet the reſt. 

Then caniſters with bread are heap'd on high; 

TY attendants water for their hands ſupply ; 5 

And, having waſh'd, with C!ken towels dry. 

Next fifty hardmaics in long order bore 

The cenſers, and with fumes the gods adore. 

Then youths, and virgins twice as many, join 

| To place the diſhes, and to ſerve the wine. 

Thc Tyrian train, admitted to the feaſt, 

Approach, and on the printed couches reſt. 

All on the Trojan gitts with wonder gaze; 

But view the beauteous boy with more amaze. 

His roſy-colour'd cheeks, his raciart eyes, 

His motions, voice, and ſhape, and all the god's 

diſguiſe. 
Nor paſs unprais'd the veſt and veil divine, 
Vhich wandring foliage and rich flow'rs entu ine. 
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But far above the reſt, the royal dame, 

(Already doom'd to love's diſaſtrous flame), 

With eyes initiate, and tumultuous joy, 

Beholds the preſens, and admires the boy. 

The guilcful god, about the hero iong, 

With children's play, and falſe embraces hung; 

Then ſought the queen : ſhe took him to her arms, 

With greedy pleaſure, and deyour'd his charms. 

Unhappy Dido lit le thought what gueſt, 

How dire a god the drew ſo near her breaſt. 

But he, not mindleſs of his mother's pray'r, 

Works in the pliant boſom of the fair; ? 

And moulds her heart anew, and blots her former & 
care. 

The dead is to the living love refgn'd, 

And all Fneas enters in her mind, 

Now, when the rage of hunger was appeas'd, 
The meat remov'd, and ey'ry gueſt was pleas'd; 
The golden bowls with ſparkling wine are crown'd, 
And thro? the palace chee: ful cries reſound. 
From gilded roofs depending lamps diſplay 
Nocturnal beams, that emulate the day. 
A golden bowl, that ſhcne with gems divine, 
The queen commanded to be crov:n'd with wine; "d 
The bowl that Belus us'd, and all the Tyrian line. 
Then, filence thro” the hall proclaim'd, ſhe ſpoke : 
O hoſpitable Jove! we thus invoke, 
With ſolemn rites, thy ſacred name and pow'r! 
Bleſs to both nations this auſpicious hour. 

Vor. I. 3 
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So may the Trojan and the Tyrian line, 

In laſting concord, from this day combine. 

Thou, Bacchus, god of joys and friendly cheer, 
And precious juno, both be preſent here: 

And you, my Lords of Tyre, your vows addreſs 
Tu heav'n witli; mine, to ratify the peace. 

"Che gob let then ſhe took, with nectar crown'd, 
(Sprinkling the firit libations on the ground), 

And rais'd it to her mouth with ſober grace, 
Then ſpping, offer'd to the next in place. 

*Twas Bitias whom ſhe calld, a thirſty ſoul, 

He took the challenge, and embrac'd the bowl : 
With pleaſure [wili'd the gold, nor ceas'd to draw, 
Tiil he the bottom of the brimmer ſaw. 

The goblet goes aroun.! : Jopas brovgl:t 

His golden lyre, and fi ng v hat ancient Atlas taught. 
"The various labours cf tte ward'ring moon, 

And wherce proceed th cclip:os uf the ſun. 

TI, otiginal of men, ard beaſis; and whence 2 
'The r. ins ai er d f.rcs their warmih diſpenſe; 
Ard iix'd, and erring ſtars, diſpoſe their inf uence. 9 
What ſhikes tile ſolid curth, v hat cauſe delays 
The ſummer nights, and ſhortens winter .;ays. 
"With peals of 1kov:s the Ty:i>ns praiſe the ſong; 
'Thoſe peals are ccho'd by the Trojan throng. 

Th' unh<cppy queer v ith talk rrolong'd the night, 


And drank large drerphes f love wich vaſt dsligh:: 


Then afk*d what i ms the ſermrthy Men. non wore; 


Of Priam rwuch enquir'd, of Her tor more; 5 
V.hi troops he larècd n the Trojan ſhore, 
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The ſteeds of Diomede vary'd tlie di:tourſe, 
And fierce Achilles, with his matchleſs force. 
At length, as fate and her i lars requir'd, 

To hear the ferics of the war deſir'd: 

Relate at large, my god-like gueſt, ſhe id, 
The Grecian ſtratagems, the town betray'd ; 
The fatal i ſue of ſo long a war, 

Your fligut, vour wend rings, and your woes declare. 
For ſince on ev*ry fea, on ev'ry coaſt, 

Your men have been diſtreſs”), your navy toſt, 
gev'n time: the ſun has either tropic view'd, 


T he inter baniſh'd, and the ſpring rcHeu d. 


2 2 
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| 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


NEAS relates how the city of Troy was taten, 

after a ten years ſiege, by the tre ichery of Sinon, 
an i the ſtratagem of a u ooden horſe. He declares the 
Hel reſolution he had taken not to ſurvive the ruins 
of his country, and the varicus adventrres he met 
= ith i the defence of it: at laſt, having been before 
a:iviſel by Hector ghoſt, and now by the appearance 
of his tnather Venus, he is prevailed upon to leave 
te tot, and ſettle bis henſpol gods in another coun- 
try. In order to tis, be carries of bis faiber on 
bis ſpoulders, and leads bis little ſon by the band, bis 
zie fellowing lim behind. When he comes to the 
place appointed for the general rendezvor's, be finds 
a great confiuence of people, but miſſes bis wife, 
* bofe ghet afterwards appears to him, aul tells bins 
the land which was deſign'd for bim. 


CW I 


THE SECOND BOOK 


OF THE 


as ES Sm 


Eg were attentive to the god-like man ; 

4+ 4 When from his lofty couch he thus began: 

Great queen, what you command me to relate 

Renews the ſad remembrance of our fate; 

An empire from its old foundations rent, 

And ev'ry wo the Trojans underwent : | 

A peopled city made a deſert place 

All that I ſaw, and part of which I was: | 

Not ev'n the hardeſt of our foes cou'd heat, 

Nor ſtern Ulyſſes tell without a tear. 

And row the latter watch of waſting night, 

And ſetting ſtars, to kindly reſt invite. 

But ſince you take ſuch int'reſt in our wo, 

And Troy's diſaſtrous end deſire to know: 

I will reſtrain my tears, aud briefly tell 

What in our laſt and fatal night befel. 
By deſtiny compelPd, and in deſpair, 

The Greeks grew weary of the tedious war : 

And by Minerv?'s aid a fabric rear'd, 

Which like a ſteed of monſtrous height appeai'd; 
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The ſid is were plank'd with pine, they feign'd it made 

For their return, and this the vew they paid, 

Thus they pretend, but in the hollow fide, 

Selected numbers of their ſoldiers hide: 

With inward arms the dire machine they load, 

And iron bowels ſiuT the dark abode. 

In fight of Troy lies Tenedos, an ile 

(While fortune did on Friam's empire ſmilc) 

Renown'c for wealth; but ſince a faithleſs bay, 

Where ſkips expos'd to wind and weather lay. 

There was their fleet conceal'd: we thought for 
Creece 

Their fails were hoiſted, and our fears releaſe, 

The Trojans, coop'd Wen their walls ſo long, 

Unbar their gates, and iſſue in a throug, 

Like fwarming bees, and with delight ſur vey 

The camp deſcrted where the Grecians lay : 

The quarters of the ſev'ral chiefs they how'd, 5 

Here Phcenix, here Achilles made abode, c 

Here join'd the battles, there the navy rode. 

Part on the pile their wond'ring eres employ, 

(The pile by Pallas rais'd to ruin Trey). 

Thymeetes firſi (tis doubtſul ahether hir'd, 

Or ſo the Trojan deſtiny requi d) 

Mov'd that the ramparts might be broken down, 

To lodge the monſter fabric in the tov n. 

But Capys, ard the reſt of ſounder mind, 

The fatal preſent to the flames deſign' ; 

Or to the watry deep; at leaſt to bore 

The hollow ſides, and hidden frauds explore: 
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The piddy vulgar, as their fancies guide, 

With noiſe ſay nothing, and in parts divide. 

Laocoon, follow'd by a num'rous crowd, 

Ran from the fort; and cry'd, from far, aloud; 

O wretched countrymen! what fury reigns? 

What more than madneſs has poſſeſs'd your brains? 

Think you the Grecians from your coaſ.s are gone, 

And are Ulyſſes“ arts no better known? 

This hollow fabric eicher muſt incloſe, 

Within its blind receſs, our ſecret foes; 

Or 'tis an engine rais'd above the town, 

I o'erlook the walls, and then to batter down. 

Somewhat is ſure deſign'd ; by fraud or force ; 

Truſt not their preſents, nor admit the horſe. 

Thus having ſaid, againſt the ſteed he threw 

Vis forceful ſpear, which, hiſſing as it flew, 

Pierc'd thro” the yielding planks of jointed wood, 

And trembling in the hollow belly ſtood. 

The fides tranſpierc'd return a rattling ſound, 

And groans of Grecks inclos'd come iſſuing thro? the 
wound. 

And had not heav'n the fall of Troy deſign'd, ? 

Or had not men been fated to be blind, 

Enough was ſaid and done t inſpire a beter mind: 

Then had our lances pierc'd the treach*rous wood, 

And Ilian tou'rs, and Priam's empire ſtood. 

Meantime, with ſhouts, the Trojan ſhepherds bring 

A captive Greck in bands before the king: 

Taken, to take; who made himſelf their prey, 

T” impoſe on their belief, and Troy betray. 
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Fix'd on his aim, and obſlinately bent 
To die undaunted, or to circumvent. 
About the captive tides of Trojans fiow ; 
All preſs to ſee, and ſome inſult the foe. 
Now hear how well the Greeks taeir wiles diſcuis'd, 
Bchold a nation in a man compris'd. 
Trembling the miſcreant ſtood, unarm'd and bound; 
He ſtar' J, and roll'd his hagard eyes around: 
Then ſaid, Alas! what earth remains, what ſea 
Is open to receive vohappy me! 
What fate a wretched fugitive attends, 
Scorn'd by my focs, abandon'd by my friends. 
He ſaid, and {.gh'd, and caſt a rueful eye: 
Our pity kindles, and our paſſions die. 
We cheer the youth to make his own defence, 
And frecly tell us what he was, and whence: 
What news he cou'd impart we long to know, 
And what to credit from a c: rtive foe. 

His fear at length diſmiis'd, he ſaid, Whatc'er 
My fate ordains, my words ſhall be ſincere : 
I neither can nor dare my birth diſclaim, 
Greece is my country, Siren is my name: 
Tho? plung'd by fortunc's pow?'r in miſery, 
Tis not in fortune's pow'r to make me lie. 
If any cllance has h:tner brov_ht the name 
Of Palamedes, not unknown to fame, 
Who ſuffer*d from the malice of the times; 
Accus'd and ſentenc'd for pretended crimes : 
Becauſe theſ fatal wars he wowa prevent; 
Whoſe death the wreiched Greeks too late lament ; 
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Me, then a boy, my father, poor ard bare 2 
Of other means, committed to his care : 

Bis kinſman and companion in the war. 5 
While fortune favour'd, whiic his arms ſupport N 
The cauſe, and rul'd the counſels of the court, 

1 made ſome figure there; nor was my name 
Obſcure, nor I without my ſhare of fame. 

But when Ulyſſes, with fallacious arts, 

Had made impreſſion in the peoples hearts; 

And forg'd a treaſon in my patron's name, 

( ſpeak of things too rar divulg'd by fame), 

My kinſman fell; then I, without ſupport, 

In private mourn'd his loſs, and left the court, 
Mad as I was, I cou'd not bear his fate 

With ſilent grief, but ioudly blam'd the ſtate: 

And curs'd the direful author of my woes. 

*Twes told again, and hence my ruin roſe. 

I threaten'd, if indulgent heay'n once more 
Wou'd lard me ſafely on my native ſhore, C 
His death with double vengeance to reſtore. 2 
Thi, moy'd the murd*rer's hate, and ſocn enſu'd 
TH' eſſects of malice from a man ſo proud. 
Ambiguoas rumours thro? the camp he ſpread, 

And ſcught, by treaſor., my devoted head: 

New crimes invented, left unturn'd no ſtone, 

To make my guilt appear, and hide his own. 

Till Calchas was by forc2 and threat'ning wrought : 
But why—why duell I on that anxious thought ? 

If on my nation juſt reyenge you ſeek, 

And *tis t' appear a foe, t' appear a Greek ; 
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Already you my name and country know, 
Aſſwage your thirſt of blood, and ſtrike the blow: 
My death wi!l both the kingly brothers pleaſe, 
And ſet inſatiate Ithacus at eaſe. 
This fair unfiniſh'd tale, theſe broken ſtarts, 2 
Rais'd expectations in our longing hearts ; 
Unknowing as we were in Grecian arts. 5 
His former trembling once again renew'd, 
With acted fear, the villain thus purſu'd. 

Long had the Grecians (tir'd with fruitleſs care, 
And weary'd with an unſucceſsful war) 
Reioly'd to raiſe the ſiege, and leave the town; 
And, hed the gods permitted, they had gone. 
But oft the wintry ſeas, and ſouthern winds, 
Withſtood their paſſage home, and chang'd their 

minds. 

Portents and prodigies their ſouls amaz'd 
But moſt, when this ſtupendous pile was rais'd. 
Then flaming meteors, hung in air, were ſ:en, 
And thunders rattled thru? a ſky ſerenc : 
Diſmay*d, and fearful of ſome dire event, 
Eurypylus, t enquire their fate, was ſent; 
Ke from the gods this dreadful anſwer brougiit; 
O Grecians, hen the Trojan ſhores you ſought, 
Your paſſage with a virgin's blood was bought; 
So muſt your ſafe return be bought again, 
And Grecian blood once more atone the main. 
The ſpreading rumour round the people ran; 
All fear'd, and each believ'd himſelf the man. 
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UlyTes took th' advantage of their fright ; 

Call'd Calchas, and prevuc'd in open ſight : 

Then bade him name the wretch, ordzin'd by fate 

The public victim, to redeem the ſtate. 

Already me preſag'd the dire event, 

And ſaw what ſacrifice Ulyſſes meant. 

For twice five days the good old feer withſtood 

Th' intended treaſon, and was dumb to blood. 

Till tir'd with endieſs clamours, and purſuit 

Of Ithacus, he Nood no longer mute: 

But, as it was agrecd, pronounc'd that I 

Was deftin'd by the wrathful gods to die. 

All prais'd the ſentence, pleas'd the ſtorm ſhou'd £1! 

On one alone, whoſe fury threater'd all. 

The diimal day was come, the prieſts prepare 

Their leaven'd cakes; and fillets ſor my hair. 

1 follow'd nature's laws, and muſt avow 

I broke my bonds, and fied the fatal blow, 

Hid in a weedy lake all right Llay, 

Secure of ſafety when they ſail'd away. 

But now what further hopes for me remain, 

To ſee my friends or native ſoil again? 

My tender infants, or my careful ſirc; 

hom they returning will to death require? 

Will perpetrate on them their firſt deſign, 

And take the forfeit of their heads for mine? 

Which, O if pity mortal minds can move! 

If there be faith below, or gods above! 

If innocence and truth can claim deſert, 

Ye Trojans, from an injur'd wretch avert. 
Vol I. E 
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Falſe tears true pity move: the king commands 
To looſe his fetters, and unbind his hands : 

Then adds theſe friendly words; Dilioifs thy fears, 
Forget the Greeks, be mine as thou wert thcirs : 
But truly tell, was it for force or guile, 

Or ſome religious end, you rais'd this pile? 

Thus ſeid the king. He, full of fraudful arts, 
This well- inn ented tale for truth imparts: 

Ye lamps of licav'n! he ſaid, and lifted hich 

His hands, now free; thou venerable ſky, 
Inviolable pow'rs, ador'd with dread, 

Ye fatal fillets, that once bound this head, 2 
Ye ſacred altars, from whoſe flames I fied ! 4 
Be all of you abjur'd; and grant 1 may, 

Without a crime, th ungrateful Greeks betray ! 
Reveal! the ſecrets of the guilty Nate, 

And juſtly puniſh whom I juſtly hate! 

But you, O king, preſcrve the faith you gave, 

If I, to ſave myſelf, your emp ire ſave. 

The Grecian hopes, aud all th? attempts they made. 
Were only founded on Minerva's aid. | 

But from the time when impious Diomede, 
And falſe Ulyſſes, that inventive head, 

Her fatal image from the temple drew, 

The fleeping guardi ns of the caftle flew, 

Her virgin ſtatue with their bloody hands 
Polluted, and profan'd her holy bands : 

From thence the tide of fortune left their ſhore, 
And ebb'd much faſter than it flow'd before : 

Their courage languiſt'd as their hopes decay'd, 
And P.llas, row averſe, refu.“ “ Li id, 
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Nor did the godde ꝰ doubtfuliy declare 
Her alter'd mind, et d alicnated care: 
When firſt her fatal image touch'd the ground, 
She ſtertly caſt her glaring eyes around; 
That ſparkied as they ro!Pd, 2nd ſeem'd to threat: 
Her keav'n'y limbs diſtill'd a briny ſweat, 
Thrice from the ground ſhe lesp'd, was ſcen to wield 
Her brandiſh'd lance, and ſhake ber horrid ſhield. 
Then Calchas bale our hoſt for flight preparc, 
And hope ro conqueſt from the tedious war: 
Till firſt they ſail'd for Greece; with pray'rs bo- 
ſought 

ter injur'd pow'r, and better omens brought. 
And now their navy ploughs the watry main, 
Yet, ſoon expect it on your ſhores again, Q 
With Pallas pleas'd; as Calchas did ordain. > 
But firſt, to reconcile the blue ey'd maid, 
For her ſtoPn ſtatue, and her tow'r betray'd ; 
Worn'd by the ſeer, to her offended name 
We rais'd, and dedicate this wond'rovs frame: 
So lofty, leſt thro? your forbidden gates 
It paſ:, and intercept our better fates. 
For, once admitted there, our hopes are loſt; 
And Troy may then a new Palladium boaſt. 
For ſo religion end the gods ordain; 
That if you violate with hands profane 
Minerva's gift, your toun in flames ſhall burn; 
(Which omen, O ye gods, on Græcia turn!) 
But if it climb, with your aflifiing hands, 
The Trojan walls, and in the city ſtands ; 
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Then Troy ſhall Argos and Nycene burn, 
And the reverſe of fate on us return. 

With iuch dcec its he gain q their caſy hearts, 
Too prone to credit his perfidious arts. 
What Diomede, nor Thctis' greater fon, p 
A thouſand ſhips, nor ten years ſege had done: 
Falſe tears and fawning words the city won. > 
A greater omen, and of worſe portent, 
Did our unwary minds with fear torment : 8 
Concurring to produce the dire event. 
Laocoon, Neptune's prieſt by lot that year, 
With ſolemn pomp then ſacrific'd a ſteer. 
When, dreadful to behold, from ſea we ſpy'd 
Two ſerpents rank'd a-brcaſt, the ſeas divide, 8 
And ſmoothly ſweep along the ſwelling tide. 
Their flaming creſts above the wuves they ſhow, 
Their bellies ſeem to burn the ſeas below: 
Their ſpeckled tails advance to ſteer their courſe, 
And on the ſounding ſhore the flying billows force. 
And now the firand, and now the plain they held, 
Their ardent eyes with bloody ſtreaks were fill'd: 
Their nimble tongues they brandiſt'd as they came, 
And lick'd their hiſſing jaws, that ſputter'd fl.me, 
We ficd amaz'd ; their deſtin'd way they teke, 
And to Laocoon and his children make: 
And firſt around the tender boys they wind, 


Then with their ſharpen'd ſangs their limbs and bo- 


dies grind. . 
The wretched father, running to their aid, 
With pious haſte, but vain, they next invade: 
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Twice round his waiſt their winting volumes roll'd, 
And twice about his gaſping throat they fold. 
The po, thus Gy chok'd, their creſts divide, 
And, tow'ring o'er his head, in triumph ride. | 
With both his hands he Dunn at the knoty, 7 
His holy fillets the blue venom blots : 
His rozring fills the ſutting air around. 
Thus, when an ox receives a glancing wound, 
He breaks his bands, the fatal altar flies, 
And with loud beliowings breaks the yielding ſkies, 
Their taſks perform'd, the ſerpents quit their prey, 
And to the tow*r of Pallas make their way: 
Couch'd at her feet, they lie protected there, 
By her large buckler 2nd protended ſpear. 
Amazement ſeizes all; the gen'ral cry 
Proclaims Laocoon juſtly doom'd to die, 
Whoſe hand the wilt of Pallas had withftood, 
And dar'd to violate the ſacred wood. 
All vote t' admit the ſteed, that vows be paid, 
And incenſe offer'd to th' offended maid. 
A ſpecious breach is made, the town lies bare, 
Some boiſiing levers, ſome tbe wheels preparc, 
And faſten to the horſes feet: the reſt | 
With cables hawl alorg th' unwicldy beaſt. | 
Each on his ſellow for aſſiſtance calls: | 
At length the fatal fabric mounts the walls, 
Big with deſtruction. Boys with chaplets crowr.'d, 
And quires of virgins ſing and dance around. 
Thus rais'd aloft, and then deſcending down, 
It <nters o'cr our heads, and threats the town. 
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O ſacred city! built by hands divine! 

O valiant heroes of the Trojan line! 

Four times he ſtuck; as oft the claſhing ſound 

Cf arms was heard, and inward groans rebound. 
Yet, mad with zeal, and blinded with our fate, 
Ve hawl along the horſe in ſolemn ſtate z 

Ihen place the dire portert within the tow'r. 
Callindra cry'd, and curs'd th* unhappy tour; 
Forctold gur ſate; but, by the gods decree, 

All heard and nonc beſiev'd the propkecy. 

With branches we the fanes adorn, and waſte 

In juliity, the day orduin'd to be the laſt. 

le antime the rapid heav'ns rolPd down the light, 
And on the ſhaded ocean ruſt'd the night: 

Our men ſecure, nor guards nor centries held, 
Put eaſy flcep their weary limbs compell'd. 

The Grecians had emberk'd their naval pow'rs 
From Tenedos, and .ought our well-known ſhores : 
 #afe under covert of the filent night, 

And guided by th? imperial galley's light. 
hen Sinon, favour'd by the partial gods, 
Unliock'd the horſe, and op*d his dark abodes; 
Reſlor'd to vital air our hidden foes, | 
ho joyful from their long confinement roſe. 
ry fender bold, and Sthenelus their guide, 
Ard dire Ulyſſes, down the cable flide : 
"Then Thoas, Athamas, and Pyrrhus haſte; 
Nor was the Podalyrian hero laſt : 

Nor irjur*d Menclaus, nor the fam'd 

Epeus, who the fatal engine fram'd. 
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A nameleſs crowd ſucceed ; their forces join 

T” invade the town, oppreſs'd with fleep and wine. 

Thoſe few they find awake, firſt meet their fate, 

Then to their fellows they unbar the gate. 

Tas in the dead of night, when ſlrep repairs 

Our bodies worn with toils, our minds with cares, 

V h-n Hector's ghoſt before my fight appears: 

A bloody ſhrowd he ſeem'd, and bath'd in tears. 

Such as he was, when, by Pelides lain, 

Theſſalian courſers dragg'd him o'er the plain. 

Swoln were his feet, as when the thongs were thruſt 

Thro' the bor'd holes, his body black with duſt. 

Unlike that Hector, who return'd from toils 

Of wir triamphent, in Xactan ſpoils : 

Or him, who made the fainting Grecks retire, 

And launch'd againſt their navy Phrygian fire. 

His hair and beard ſtood ſtiſfen'd with his gore; 

And all the wounds he for his country bore 

Now ſtream'd afreſh, and with new purple ran: 2 

] wept to ſee the viſionery man: 

And, while my trance continu'd, thus begen. 5 

O light of Trojans, and ſupport of Troy, 

Thy father's champion, and thy country's joy! 

O, long expected by thy friends! from whence 

Art thou ſo late return'd for our defence? 

Do we behold thee, weary'd as we are, 

With length of labours, and with toils of war? 
After ſo many ſun'rals of thy own, 

| Art thou reſtor'd to thy declivirg town? 

But ſay, u hat wounds ere theſe? What new diſgrace 

Defurms the manly ſcaturcs of thy face? 


7 F 
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To this che ſpectre no reply did frame; 

But anſwer'd to the cauſe for which he came: 
And, groaning from the bottom of his breaſt, 
This warning, in theſe mournful words, expreſs'd. 
O poddeſs-born, eſcape, by timely flight, 

The flames and horrors of this fatal night. 

The foes already have poiſcfs'd the wall, 

Troy nods from high, and totters to her fall. 
Enough is paid to Priam's royal name, 

More than enough to duty :nd to fame. 

If by a mortal hand my f.ther's throne 

Cou'd be defenced, twas by mine alone: 

Now Troy to thee commends her future ſtate, 
And gives her gods companions of thy fate : 
From their aſſiſtence happier walls expect, 
Which, wand”ring long, at laſt thou ſbalt erect. 
He ſaid, and brought me, from their bleſt abgdes, 
The venerable ſtatues of the gods: 

With ancient Veſta from the ſacred quire, 

The wreaths ard relics of th* immortal fire. 

Now peals of ſhouts come thund'ring from afar, 
Cries, threats, and loud laments, and mingled war. 
The noiſe approaches, though our palace ſtood 
Aloof from ſtreets, encompaſs'd with a wood. 
Louder, and yet more loud, I hear th' alarms 
Of human cries diſtin, and claſhing arms: 

Fear broke my ſlumbers; I no longer ſtay, 0 
But mount the terraſs, thence the town ſurvey, 
And hearken what the frightful ſounds convey. I 
Thus when a flood of fire by wind is borne, 
Crackling it rolls, and mows the ſtandidg corn 
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Sweep o'er the yellow year, deſtroy the pains 

Of lab'ring oxen, and the peaſant's gains : 

Unroot the foreſt oaks, and bear away 

Flocks, folds, and trees, an undiſtinguiſh'd prey. 

The ſhepherd climbs the cliF, and ſees from far 

The waſteful ravage of the watry war. 

Then Hector's faith was manifeſtly clear'd, 

And Grecian frauds in open light appear'd. 

The palace of Deiphobus aſcends 

In ſmoky flames, and catches on his friends. 

Ucalegon burns next; the ſeas are bright 

With ſplendor not their own, and ſhine with Trojan 
light. 

New clamours and new clangors now ariſe, 

The ſound of trumpets mix'd with fighting crics. 

With frenzy ſciz'd, I run to meet th' alarms, 

Reſoly'd on death, reſolv'd to die in arms. 

But firſt to gather friends, with them t' oppoſe, 

If ſortune favour'd, and repel the focs. 

Spurr'd by my courage, by my country fir'd, 

With ſenſe of honour, and revenge inſpir'd. 

Pantheus, Apollo's prieſt, a ſacred name, 

Had *ſcap*d the Grecian ſwords, and paſs'd the flame; 

With relics loaden, to my doors he fled, 

And by the hand his tender grandſon led. 

V hat hope, O Pantheus! whither can we run? 

Where make a ſtand? and what may yet be done? 

Scarce had 1 ſaid, when Pantheus, with a groan, 

Troy is no more, and Ilium was a town ! 


Or delnges, deſcending on the plains, 2 
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The fatal day, th' appointed hour is come, 

When wrathful Jove's irrevocable doom 
Transfers the Trojan ſtate to Grecian hands, 

The fire conſumes the town, the foe commands : 
And armed hoſts, an unexpected force, 

Break from the bowels of the fatal horſe. 

Within the getes, proud Sinon throws about 

The flames, and foes for entrance preſs without. 
With thouſand others, whom I fear to name, 
More than from Argos or Mycene came. 

To ſev'ral poſts their parties they divide; 

Some block the narrow ſtreets, ſome ſcour the wide. 
The bold they kill, th* unwary they ſurpriſe ; 
Who fights finds death, and death finds him who flies. 
The warders of the gate but ſcarce maintain 
Th/ unequal combat, and reſiſt in vain. 

I heard; and heav'n, that well-born ſouls inſpires, 
Prompts me, thro” lifted ſwords, and riſing fires 
To run, where claſbing arms and clamour calls, 
And ruſh undaunted to defend the walls. 

Riphcus and Iphitus by my fide engage, 

For valour one ren»wn'd, and one for age. 
Dymas and Hypanis by moonlight knew 

My motions, and my mien, and to my party drew; 
With young Chorœbus, who by love was led 

To win renown, and fair Caſſandra's bed; 

And lately brought his troops to Priam's aid; 
Forewarr.'d in vain by the prophetic maid. 
Whom, when I ſaw, reſolv'd in arms to fall, 

And that one ſpirit animated all; 


u u. v. 467. EXNE1S. 59 


rave ſouls, ſaid T, but brave, alas! in yain: 
Come, finiſh what our crucl fates ordain. 
You ſce the defp'rate ſtate of our affairs; | 
And heav'n's protecting pow'rs are deaf to pray'rs. 
The paſlive gods behold the Greeks defile 
Their temples, and abandon to the ſpoil 
Their own abodes: we, fceble few, conſpire 
To ſave a ſinking town, involy'd in fire. 
Then let us fall, but fall zmidſt our focs; 
Deſpair of life, the means of living ſhows. 
So bold a ſpeech encourag'd their deſire 
Of death, and added fuel to their fire. 

As hungry wolves, with raging appetite, | 
Scour thro? the fields, nor fear the ſtormy night; 
Their whelps at home expect the promis'd food, 
And long to temper their dry chaps in blood : 

So ruſu'd we forth at once, reſoly'd to die, 
Reſoly'd in death the laſt extremes to try. 
We lcave the garrow lanes behind, and dare : 
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Th' unequal combat in the public ſquare : 

Night was our friend, our leader was deſpair. 
V hat tongue can tell the ſlaughter of the right? 
What eyes can weep the ſorrows and aright ! 
An ancient and imperial city falls, 

The ſtreets are filPd with frequent funera!s ; 
Houſes and holy temples float in blood, 

And hoſlile nations make a common flood. 

Not only Trojans fall, but, in their turn, 

The vanquiſh'd triumph, and the victors mourn. 
Ours take new courage from deſpair and night; 
Confus'd the fortune ie, confus'd the fight. 


65 VIRGIL's B. II. v. 498. 


All parts reſound with tumults, plaints, and ſears, 
An griſly death in ſundry ſhapes appears. 
Androgeos fell among us, with his band, 

Who thought us Grecizns newly come to land: 
From wherce, ſaid he, my friends, this long delay? 
You loiter, while the ſpoils are borne away : 

Our ſhips are laden with the Trojan fore, 

And you like truants come too late aſhore. 

He ſaid, but ſoon corrected his miſtzke, 

Found, by the doubtful anſwers which we make: 
Amaz'd, he wou'd have ſhunn'd tli' unequal fight, 
But we, more num'rous, intercept his Bight. 

As when ſome peaſant in a buſhy brake 

Has with unwary footing preſe'd a ſnake 


His riſing creſt, blue neck, and rolling cyes: 
So from our arms ſurpriz'd Androgeos flies. 


He ſtarts aſide, aſtoniſh'd, when he fpies : 


In vain; for him and his we compaſs'd round, 2 


Poſſeſs d with fear, unknowing of the ground; 


And of their lives an eaſy conqueſt found. 5 


Thus fortune on our firſt endeavour ſmil'd ; 
Chorcœbus then, with youthful hopes beguil'd, 
Swoln with ſucceſs, and of a daring mind, 

This new invention fatally deſign'd. 

My friends, ſaid he, ſince fortune ſhows the way, 
Tis fit we ſhou'd thꝰ auſpicious guide obey. 

For what has ſhe theſe Grecians arms beſtow'd, 
But their deſtruction, and the Trojans good? 
Then change we ſhields, and their devices be ar, 
Let fraud ſupply the want of force in war. 
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They find us arms. This ſcid, himſelf he dreſs'd 2 

In dead Androgeus' puils, his upper veſt, 

His painted buckler, and his plumy creſt. 5 

Thus Ripheus, Dymas, al! the Trojan train 

Lay down their own attire, and ſtrip the ſlain. 

Mix'd with the Greeks, we go with ill preſage, 

Flatter'd with hopes to glut our greedy rage: 

Unknowr, aſſaulting whom we blindly meet, 

And ſtrew with Grecian carcaſes the ſ.rcet. 

Thus while their ſtragglinꝑ parties we defeat, 

Some to the ſhore and ſafer ſhips retreat : 

And ſome, oppreſs'd with more ignoble fear, 

Remount the hollow horſe, and pant in ſecret there. 
But ch! what uſe of valour can be made, 

When heav'n's propitious pow*rs refuſe their aid ! 

Behold the royal propheteſs, the fair 

Caſſandra, dragg'd by her diikevelPd hair 

Whom not Minerva's ſhrine, nor ſacred bands, 

In ſafety couꝰd protect from ſacrilegious hands: 

On heav'n ſhe caſt her eyes, ſhe ſigh'd, ſhe cry'd, 

(Twas all ſhe cou*d), her tender arms were ty'd. 

So ſad a fight Chorebns cou'd not bear, 

But, fir'd with rage, diſtracted with deſpair, 

Amid the berb'rous raviſhers he flew: 

Our leader's raſh example we purſue. 

But ſtorms of flones, from the proud templc*s height, 

Pour'd down, and on our batter'd helms alicht: 

We from our friends receiv'd this fatal blow, 

Who thought us Grecians, as we ſcem'd in ſhow. 
Vor. II. F 
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hy aim at the miſi:ken creſts from high, 

An ours beneath the pond'rous ruin ly. 

den, mov'd with anger and diſdain, to ſee 

heir troops difpers'd, the royal * free : 

be Grecians rally, and their pow'rs unite 

ich fury charge us, and renew the fight. 

ruc brother: kings with Ajzx join thcir force, 

And the whole ſquadrun of Theilalian horſe. 
Thus, when the rival winds their quarrel try, 

Contending for the kingdom of the ſky; 

South, caſt, and weſt, on airy courſers borne, 

Ihe whirlwind gathers, and the woods are torn : 

Then Nereus ſtrikes the deep, the billows riſe, 

ind, mix'd with ooze and ſand, pollute the {kics. 

"The troops we ſquancer'd firſt cgin appear, 

t rom ſev'ral quarters, and incloſe the rear. 

"They firſt obſerve, and to the reſt betr:y 

Our diff rent ſpeech, our borrow'd arms turvey, 

Oppreſs'd with odds, we fall; Chorebus ſirſ, 

At Pallas“ altar, by Pencleus picrc'd. 

Then Ripheus follow'd, in ih' unequal Gghit ; 

Juſt of his word, obſer vant of the right: 

Heav'n thought not ſo: Dymas their fate attcs. de, 

With Hypar.;s, mif.aken by their friends. 

Nor, Pantheus, thee, thy mitre nor the bands 

f awful Phurbus, C.v'd from impious hands. 

Ye Trojan flames, your teſtimony bear, 

What I perform'd, and what 1 ſuſſerꝰd chere: 

No fword avoiding in the fatal trite, 


Expos d to death, and pryliget of ite, 
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Witneſs, ye heay'ns ! 1 live not by my fault, 

I irove to have deſerv'd the deal I ſought. 

Put when I cou'd not fight, and wou'd have died, 
Borne or to diſtance by the g rou irg tide, | 
Ol! iphi:us and I were hurry'd thence, 

With Pelizas wounded, and without defence. 

New ciamovurs from th inveſted palace ring; 

Ve run to die, or diſengage the king. 

So hot th' afſwult, fo hich the tumult roſe, 

V hile ours deſend, and while the Greeks oppo; 
As all the Dardan and Argolic race | 
Had been contracted in that narrow ſpace : 

Or as all Iiium elſe were void of feer, 

And tumult, war, and flaughter culy there. 
Their targets in a tortoiſe caſt, the toes 
Secure advancing, to the turrets roſc : 

Some mount the ſcaling ladders, ſome, more bold, 
Swerve upwards, and by poſis and pillars hold: 
Their left hand g. pes tlicir bucklers, in th' aſcent, 
V, hile with the riglit they ſcize the battlement. 
From their demoiiti'd tow'ss the Trojans throw 
Flage hcaps of ſtones, that, falling, cruſh the foc - 
And heavy beams and rafters ſiom the ſides, 
(Such arms their laſt neceſſity provides); 

Aud gilded roofs come tumbling from on hich, 
Tle marks of ſtate, and encient royalty. 

The cvards below, fix'd in the paſs, attend 

The charge undaunted, und the gate defend. 
Renew'd in courage, with recover'd breath, 

A {econ time we ren to tempt our death: 
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To clear the palace from the foe, ſucceed 

The weary living, and reverge the dead. 

A poſtern door, yet unobſery'd, and free, 
Join'd by the length of a blind gallery, 

To the king's cloſet led, a way well known 

To ledtor's wife, while Priam held the throne : 
Thr» which ſhe brought Aſtyanax, vnicen, 

To chert his grandſire, and his grandfire's queen. 
Tho tis we pals, and mount the tow'r, from whence 
With unavailing 2rms the Trojans make defence. 
From this the trembling king had oft deſcry'd 
The Grecian camp, and ſaw their navy ride. 
Beams from its Jofty height vith ſwords we hew; 
Then, wrenching with our hands, th aſſault renew. 
And where the rafters on the columns meet, 

We puſh them headlong with our arms and fect: 
The lightning flies not ſu iſter than the fall 

Nor thunder louder than the ruin'd wall : 

Down goes the top at once; the Greeks beneath 
Are piccemcal torn, or pounded into death. 

Yet more ſucceed, and more to death are ſent; 
Ve ceaſe not from above, nor they below relert. 
Before the gate ſtood Pyrrhus, threat'ning loud, 
With glitt'ring arms conſpicuous in the crowd. 

So ſhines, renew'd in youth, the creſted make, 
Vho fl-pt the winter in a thorny brake: 

And caſing off his flouph, when ſpring returns, 
Now look- aloft, and with new glory burns: 
Refor'd with pois'nons herbs, his ardent ſides 
Reflect the ſun, and rais'd on ſpires be rides: 
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High o'er the grafs, hiſſing he rolls along, 
Ard brandithes by fits his forky tongue. 
Prove! Periphas, and fierce Automedon, 
? His father's chariotcer, together ron 

To force the gate: the Scyrian infantry 
Ruſh on in crowds, and the barr'd paſſage free. 
Em ring the court, with ſhouts the flies they rend, 
And flaming firebrands to the roofs aſcerd. | 
Himſelf, among the foremoſt, deals his blows, 
And wit! h,. ax repeated ſtrokes beſtows 
On the ſ Oo doors: then all their ſhoulders ply, 
ill from the poſts the brazen hinges fly. / 
Ile hews apace, the double bars at length 
Yicl?s to his ax, and urreſſted ſtrergth. 
A mi:lty breach is made; the rooms conceal'd 
Appec:r, rd all the palace is reveaPe, 
The hails of aucicrce, and of public fate, 
And where the lonely queen in ſecret fat. 
Arm'd ſoldiers now by trembliug maids are ſecn, 
With not a door, and farce a ſpace between. 
The houſe is fiiPd with loud laments and crics, 
And ſhri: ks of women rend the yaulted fhics. 
The fearſul matrons run from place to place, 
And kiſs the threſholds, and the poſts embrace. 
The fatal work inhuman Pyrrhus plies, 
And all his fatl er ſparkles in his eyes. 
Nor bars, nor ſghting guards his force ſuſtoi1:; 
The bars are breken, ard the guards are ſlain. 
In ruſli the Greeks, «rc all th? apartments fil]: 
hole few defeudants whom they find, they k III. 
1 
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Not with fo ferce a rage, the foaming flood 

Koars, when he finds his rapid courſe withſtood : 

Bears Cown the dams with unreſiſted ſway, 

And ſweeps the cattle and the cots away. 

": heſ> eyes beheld him, when he march'd between 

"The brother-kings : I ſaw th* unhzppy queer, 

The hundred wives, and where old Priam Rood, 

To ſtain his hallow'd altar with his blood. 

The Eſty nupiial beds: (ſuch hopes had he, 

So large a promiſe of a progeny). 

The poſts of plated gold, ard hung with ſpoils, 

Fell the reward of the proud victor's toils. 

Where'er the ragirg fire had left a ſpace, 

The Grecians enter, and poſſeſ the place. 

Ferhaps you may of Priam's fate enquire. 

He, when he ſaw bis regal town on fire, 

His ruin'd palace, and his ent'ring foes, 

Cn cv'ry ſide inevitable woes; 

lo arms diſus'd, inveſis his limbs decay d 

Like them, with age; a late and uſeleſs aid. 

Hits fecble ſhoulders ſcarce the weight ſuſtain : 

. Loaded, not arm'd, he creeps along, with pain; Q 

Neſpairing of ſucces 3 ambitious to be ſlain! 2 

Uncover'd but by heav'n, there ſtood in view 

An alter; near the hearth a laurel grew; 

Nedcer'd with age, whoſe boughs encompaſs'd 
- round 

"he houſhold gods, and ſhade the holy ground, 

Mere Hecuba, with all her helpleſs train 

Cf demcs, for ſhelter ſought, but ſorght in vain, 
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Driv*n like a fock of doves along the ſly, 

Their images they hug, and to their altars fly. 

The queen, when ſhe bcheld her tremblirg lord, 

And hanging by his ſide a heavy ſword, 

What rege, ſhe cry'd, has ſeiz'd my buſband* 5 mind? 

Vhat arms are theſe, and to what uſe deſign'd? 

Theſe: times want other aids: were Hector here, | 

Ev'n Hector now in vain like Priam wou'd :ppcar. | 

With us, one common ſhelter thou ſhalt find, 

Or in one common fate with us be join'd. 

She ſaid, and with a laſt ſalute embrac'd 

The poor old man, and by the laurel plac'd. 
Bchold Polites, one of Priam's ſons, 

Purtu'd by Pyrrhus, there for ſafety runs. 

Thro? ſwords, and focs, amez'd and hurt, he flies 

Thro' empty courts, and open galleries: | 

Him Pyrrhus, urging with his lance, purſucs; 

And often reaches, and his thruſts renews. 

The youth transfix'd, with lamentable crics 

Expires, before his wretched parents? cyes. 

Whom, gaſpirg at his feet, when Priam ſow, 

The fear of death gave place to nature's law. 
Ard ſhakirg, more with anger than with age, 

The gods, ſid he, requite thy brutal rage: 

As ſere they will, barbariar, ſure they muſt, 

If there be gods in heav'n, and gods be juſt ; 

V ho tak'ſt in wrengs an infolent delight; 
With a ſor's death t' infect a father's ſob t. 

Not he, whom thou and lying fame conſpire 

To call thee his; not he, thy vaunted re, 
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Thus us'd my wretched age: the gods he fear'd, 
The laws of natvre and of nations heard. 
He cheer'd my ſorrows, and for ſums of gold 
The bloodleſs carcaſe of my liector ſold ; 
Pity'd the wocs a parent underwent, 
And ſent me back in ſafety from his tent. 

This ſoid, his feeble hand a jav'lin threw, 
Which, futt'ring, ſeem'd to loiter as it flew : 
Juſt, and but barely, to the mark it held, 
And fair.tiy tinkied on the brazen ſhield. 

Then Pyrrhus thus : Go thon from me to fatc; 
And to my ether my foul deeds relate. 
Now die: with that he dragg'd the trembiir g ſire, 
Slidd'ring thro? clo!ter'd blood and holy mire, 
The mingled paſte his murder'd ſon had made), 0 
Hau!'d from beneath the violated ſhade, 
Ard on the ſacred pile the royal victim laid. 5 
His richt hand held his bl. o fauchion bare; 
His Jeſt he twiſted in his hoary hair: | 
Then, with 2 ſpecding thruſt, his heart he found: 
The lukewaria hi od came ruſhing thro? the wound, 2 
And fanguine ſtreams diſtainꝰd the ſacred ground. 0 
Thus Priam fell, and ſhar'd cne common fate 
With Troy in aſt.cs, and bis ruia'd ſtate : 
Fe, who the ſceptre of all Afa ſway'd, 
Whom mortrehs like dome ſtie flaves cbe“d, 
Or the Bleak frore now hes th? abanCon'd king, 
* A ical carcaſe, ard a nzmeleis thing. 


izle Cre £5 talen from Sir 1: hu Deiham. 
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Then, rot beſore, I ſelt my cur die Hood 
Corceal with ſcar; my heir with horror flood: 
My ſather's image fill'd my pious mind ; 

Left equal years might equal ſortune find. 

Again I thought cn my forſaken wife z 

And trembicd for my ſor.'s aba..'or* liſe. 

] leck'd about, but feund myſelf along; 

De erted at my nec; my frienès were gore. 

Some ſpent with toi!, ſome with deſpair oppreſo'd, 

Leip'd hradlong from the licights; the flames con- 
ſum'd the reſt. 

Thus, wand'rirg in my way, without a guide, 

The grzceleſs Helen in the porch I ſpy'd 

Of Veſta's temple; there ſhe lurk'd alone; 

Nuſſied ſhe fat, and, what ſhe cou'd, unknown: 

But by the flames, that caſt their blaze around, 

That common bane of Greece and Troy I found. 

For Ilium burnt, ſhe dreads the Trojan's ſword ; 2 

More dreads the vengeance of her injur'd lord]; 

Ev'n by thpſe gods, who reſug'd her, abhorr'd. 5 

Trembling with rage, the ſtrumpet I regard; 

Re ſolv'd to give her guilt the due reward. 

Shall ſhe triumphant ſil before the wind, 

And leave in flames unhappy Troy behind? | 

Shall ſhe her kingdom and her friends revicw, 

In ſtate attended with a czptive crew; 

Vhile unreverg'd the good old Priam falls, 

And Grecian fires conſume the Trojan walls? 

For this the Phrygian fields, and Xanthian flood 

Were ſwell'd with bodies, and were drunk with blood? 
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*Tis true, © ſoldier can ſmall honour gain, 

And boeſt no conqueſt from a woman flain ; 

Yet ſhall the fuct not paſs without applauſe, 

Of venceance taken in ſo juſt a cauſe. 

The puniſh'd crime ſhall ſet my foul at eaſe: 

And murm'ring manes of my friends appeaſe. 
Thus while I rave, a gleam of pleaſing light J 
Spreads ofer the place, and ſhining heavy nly bright C 
My mother ſtood reveal'd before my ſight. 

Never ſc radiant did her eyes appear; 

Nor her own ſtar confeſs'd a light fo clear. 

Great in her charms, as when on gods above 

She looks, and breathes her{If into their love. 
She held my hend, the deſtin'd blow to break: 
Then from her roſy lips begin to ſpeak. 

My ſon, from whence this madneſs, this neglect 
Of my commands, and thoſe whom I protect? 
Why this unmanly rage? recal to mind 

Vhom you forſ.ke, what pledges leave behind. 
Look if your helpleſ, father yet ſarvive ; 

Or it Aſcanius, or Creiifa live. 

Around your houſe the greedy Grecians err; ? 
And theſe had perich'd in the nightiy war, 

But for my preſence and protecting care. 5 
Not Telen's face, nor Paris, was in fault; 

But by the gods was this deſtruQion brought. 

Now caſt your eyes around; while I diſſolve 

The miſts and films that mortal eyes involve: 
Purge from your ſight the droſs, and make you ſee 
The ſhape cf each avenging dcity, 


R. II. v. 823. ENETS 7 


Enlighten'd thus, my juſt commands fuli! ; 

Nor fear obedience to your mother's will. 

Where yon diſorder'd heap of ruin lies, 

Stones rent from ſtones, ul. ere clouds of duſt ariſe, 

Amid that ſmother, Neptune holds his place: 

Below the wall's foundation. drives his mace, 

And heaves the building from the ſolid baſe. 

Look where, in arms, imperial Juno ſands, 

Full in the Scæan gate, wich loud commands; 

Urging on ſhore the tardy Grecian bands. 

Sec Pallas, of her ſnaky buckler proud, 

Beſtrides the towꝰr, refulgent thro? the cloud: 

See Jove new courage to the foe ſupplies, 

And arms agzinſt the town the partial Cities, 

Haſte hence, my ſon; this fruitle!s labour end: 

Haſte where your trembling ſpouſe and ſire attend: 

Haſte, and a mother's care your pallage ſhall be- 
friend. | 

She ſaid : ard ſwifily yaniſh'd from my ſight, 

Obſcure in clouds, and gloomy ſhades of night. 

I look*d, I liſtenꝰd; Crecadful ſounds I hear, 

And the dire forms of hoſtile go1s appear. 

Troy ſunk in flames I ſaw, nor cou'd prevent ; 

And Ilium from its old foundations rent. 

Rent like a mountaiu aſh, which dar'd the winds ; 

And ſtood the ſturdy ſtrokes of lab'ring hinges + 

About the roots the cruel ax reſounds, 

The ſtumps are pierc'd with oft repeated wounds, 

The war is felt on high, the nodding crown 

Now threats a fall, ardthrov's the leafy honours dawn. 
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To their united force it yields, tho? late; 

Ard mourns with mortal groans th' approaching fate: 

The roots no more their upper load ſuſtain g 

But down ſhe falls, and ſpread; a ruin through the 
plain. 

Deſcending thence, I *ſcape thro* forcs and fire? 
Before the goddeſs, fors and flames retire. 
Arriy'd at home, he for whoſe only fke, 

Or moſt for his, ſuch toils I undertake, 

The good Anchiſes, whom, by timely flight, 

I purpos'd to ſecure on Ida's height, 

Refus'd the journey; reſolute to die, 

And add his fun'rals to the fate of Troy: 
Rather than exile and old age ſuſtain. 

Go you, whoſe blood runs warm in ey'ry vein: 
Had heav'n decreed that I ſhould life enjoy, 
Heav'n had decreed to ſave unhappy Troy. 

Tis ſure enough, if not too much, for one 
Twice to have ſeen our Ilium overthrown. 
Make haſte to ſave the pcor remaining crew; 
And give this uſclefs corps a long adieu. 

Theſe weak old hands ſuffice to ſop my breath: 
At leaſt the pitying foes will aid my death, 

To take my ſpoils; and leave my body bare: 
As for my ſepulchre let heav'n take care. 

*Tis long ſince 1, for my celeſtial wife, 
Loath'd by the gods, have dragg'd a ling”ring Iſe: 
Sirtce ey'ry hour and moment I expire, 

Blaſted from heav'n by Joye's avcnging fire. 
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This oft repeated, he Pool fix'd to die: Þ, 
Myſelf, my wife, my ſon, my family, A 
Intreat, pray, beg, and raiſe a doleful cry. > 
What, will he ſüll perſiſt, on death reſolve, 
And in his ruin all his houſe involve ! 
He ſtill perſiſts his reaſons to maintain; 
Our pray' rs, our tears, our loud laments are vain, 
Urg'd by deſpair, again I go to try 
The fate of arms, reſolv'd in fight to die. 
What hope remains, but what my death muſt give? 
Can 1 without ſo dear a father live? 
You term it prudence, What I baſeneſs call: 
Cou'd ſuch a word from ſuch a parent fall? 
If fortune pleaſe, and fo the gods ordain, 
That nothing ſhou'd of ruin'd Troy remain; Q 
And you conſpire with fortune, to be flair; 5 
The way to death is wile, th* approaches ncar: 
For ſoon relenticls Pyrrhus will appear, 
Recking with ii s blood: the wretch who ſlew 
The ſon (inbuman) in the father's view, Q 
And then the (re himſelf to the dire altar ercu. O 
O goddeſs- mother, give me back to tate; 
Your gift was undefir'd, and came too late. 
Did you for this urhappy me convey 
Thro? foes and fires to ſee my houſe a pre; ? 
Shall 1 my father, wife, and ſcn behold 
Welt'ring in blood, each others arms inſold? 
Haſte, gird my ſword, tho” ſpent and cverecme : 
*Tis the laſt ſummons to receive our Coom, 
Vor. II. G 
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I hear thee, fete, and I obey thy call: 

Not unreveng'd the foe ſhall fee me fall. 

Reſtore me to the yet unfiniſh'd fight, 

My Ceath is wanting to conclude the night. 

Arm'd once again my glitt'ring ſword I wield, 

While th' other hand ſuſtains my weighty ſhield: : 

And ſorth I ruſh to ſeek th? abandon'd field. 

I went; but ſad Creũſa ſtopp'd my way, 

And croſs the threſhold in my paſſage lay; 

Embrac'd my knees; and, when I wou'd have 
gone, 

Shew'd me my feeble fire, and tender ſon. 

If death be your deſign, at leaſt, ſaid ſhe, 

Take us alorg to ſhare your deſtiny. 

If any farther hopes in arms remain, 

This place, theſe pledges of your love maintain. 

To whom do you expoſe your father's liſe, 

Your ſon's, and mine, your nc forgotten wife! 

While thus ſhe fills the houſe with clam'rous cries, 

Cur hearing is diverted by our eyes. 

For while I held my ſon, in the ſhort ſpace 

Betwixt our kiſſes and our laſt embrace ; 

Strange to relate, from young lilus? head 

A lambent flame aroſe, which gently ſpread 5 

Around his brows, and on his temples fed. 

Amaz'd, with running water we prepare 

To quench the ſacred fire, and flake his hair; 

But old Anchiſes, vers'd in omens, rear'd 

His hands to heav'n, and this requeſt preferr'd. 
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If any vows, almighty Jove, can bend 

Thy will, if piety can pray'rs commend, 

Confirm the glad preſage which thou art pleas'd to 

ſend. 

Scarce had he ſaid, when, on our left, we hear 

A pcal of rattling thunder roll in air: 

There ſhot a ſtreaming lamp along the ſky, 
Eich on the winged lightning ſeem'd to fly; 

From o'er the roof the blaze began to move, 

And trailing vaniſh'd in th' Idean grove. 

It ſwept a path in heav'n, and ſhone a guide; 

Then in a ſteaming ſtench of ſulphur died. 

The good old man with ſuppliant hands implor'd 

The gods protection, and their ſtar ador'd. 

Now, now, ſaid he, my fon, no more delay; 

I yield, I follow where heav'n ſhews the way. 

Keep (O my country gods) our dwelling-place, 

And guard this relic of the Trojan race: 

This tender child ; theſe omens are your own g 

And you can yet reſtore the ruin'd town. 

At leaſt accomplith what your ſigns forcſhow : 

1 ſtand reſign'd, and am prepar'd to go. 

| He ſaid; the crackling flames appear on high, 

And driving ſparkles dance along the ſky. 

With Vulcan's rage the riſing winds conſpire; 

And ncar vur palace roll the flood of fire. 

Haſte, my dear father, (tis no time to wait), 

And load my ſhoulders with a willing freight. 

Vhatc'er befals, your life ſhall be my care, 

One death, or one deliv*rance, we will ſhare, 
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e hend ſhall lead cur little ſon; and you, 
My faithſul confert, ſhall our . purſue. 


Nene, you mv ſcrvonts, heed my ſtrict commands: 


Without the walls a ruin'd tcrrple ſtards, 

To Ceres hollow“, once; a cyprefs nigh 
Shorts vp her vorercble herd on Ik ; 

By tone retlgron opt et there bend your ſect, 
Ind in Civitce parties let us meet. 

Cur counry gods, the relies, and the bands, 
Y'old yon, my ſacher, in your guiitlefs hends: 
In me 's ig ions holy tl ings to bear, 

Ned as T am wiih ſlaughter, rew from war: 
Till in forac ivirng rem I cleanſe the quilt 
Of Lire debate, or blood in batile ſpilt. 
Thus, ord'ring all thet pru lence could provide, 
] clothe my ſnoulders with a ſion's hide, | 
Ard yeliow ſpoils : then, en my bending back, 
The welcome load cf my Corr father tzke. 
White wn my better hand Aſcenivs hung, 

And wir vroqu1) paces trip! along. 

Cre kept yd: by cheice we Bray 

Thro' ev'ry drk and cv'ry Cevious ue. 

I. vho fo bold ard ègunt'eſꝭ juſt betore, 

The d dcian Carts and fhurks of lances bore, 
At ev» 7 ſh:zcow row am ſt iz id with ſear, 

Net for myſe!f, but for the charge I bear. 
Tili rear the ruin'd gte arriv'd at laſt, 
Secure. and Jeeming all the denger paſ, 

A trightſul noiſe of trampling feet we hear; 
My father lookirg thro' the ſaages, with car, 
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Cry'd out, Haſte, haſte, my ſon, the foes are nigh; 

Their ſwords, and ſhining armour I deſcry. 

Some hoſtile god, for ſome unknown oFTence, 

Had ſure bereft my mind of better ſenſe: 

For while thro? winding ways I took my flight ; 

And ſought the ſhelter of the gloomy night; 

Alas! I loſt Creũſa: hard to tell, 

If by her fatal defliny ſhe fell, 

Or weary fat, or wandcr'd with affright; 

But ſhe was loſt for ever to my ſight. 

I knew not, or reflected, till I meet 

My friends, at Ceres“ now deſerted ſeat : 

We met: not one was wanting, only ſhe 

Deceiy'd her friends, her ſon, and wretched me. 

hat mad expreſſions did my tongue refuſe ! 

Whom did 1 not of gods or men accuſe ! 

This was the fatal blow, that pain'd me more 

Than all I felt from ruin'd Troy before. 

Stung with my loſs, and raving with deſpair, 

Abandoning my now forgotten care, 

Of counſel, comfort, and of hope bereſt, 

My fire, my ſon, my country gods, 1 left. 

In ſhining armour once again I ſheath 

My limbs, not feeling wounds, nor fearing death, 

Then headlong to the burning walls 1 run, 

And ſeek the danger I was forc'd to ſhun. 

I tread my former tracks: thro' night explore 

Each paſſage, ev*ry ftrcet I croſs'd before. 

All things were full of horror and affright, 

And dreadful ev*n the filence of the night. 
83 
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Then, to my father's houſe I make repair, 

Wich ſome ſmall glimpſe of hope to find her there: 
In:fteai! of her the crucl Greeks I met; 

The hou was fill'd with foes, with flames beſct. 
]*::tv'n on the wings of wines, whole ſheets of fire, 
© bro” air tranſported, to the roofs aſpire. 
From thence to Priam's palace I re ort; 

And ſearch the citadel] and deſert court. 

Ihen, unobſerv'd, I paſs by Juno's church; 

A guard of Grecian's had poſſeſs'd the porch : 
There Fhenix and Ulyſſes watch the prey: 

and tlither all the wea'th of Troy convey. 
ne fpoils which they from ranſack*d houſes brought; 
Ind golden bowls from burning altars caught. 

The tables of the gods, the purple veſis; 

The be __" s treaſure, and the Pomp of prints. 

A 5.1% of wretched youths, with pinion“ hancs, 
£10) ©Ftive mtrors in lorg order ſtands, | 
Th cn, with urgovern'] madneſs, I proclaim, 

; ir? all the lent ſtreets, Creufa's name. 
C:-Uſ fan 1 call: at lergth ſhe hears; 

Arn ſndden, thro? the ſhades of night appears. 

Af rears, no more Circuit, nor my wife; 

Nute pale ſpeQre, larger than the life. 

Achat, al criſn'd, and ſtruck dumb with ſear, 

ood; ke briſties roſe my ſiſſen'd hair, 

7Y.cn tives the ghoſt been to ſooth my grief: 

Nor tear, nor crits cn give the dead relicſ; 
DIA, my much ford id, © incoloe your pain: 
Yeu bcur ro more than what the gods ordain. 
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My fates permit me not from hence to fly; 
Nor he the great controller of the ſky : 
Long wznd'ring ways for you the pow'rs decree: 
On land hard labours, and a length of ſea. 
Then, after many painful years are paſt, 
On Latium's happy ſhore you ſhall be caſt : 
Where gentle Tyber from his bed beholds 
The flow ry meadows, and the feeding folds. 
There end your toils: and there your fates provide 
A quict kingdom, and a royal bride : 
There fortune ſhall the Trojan line reſtore; 
And you for loſt Creũſa weep no more. 
Fear not that I ſhall watch with ſervile ſhame, 
Th' imperious looks of ſome proud Grecian dame: 
Or, ſtooping to the victor's luſt, diſgrace 
My goddeſs-mother, or my royal race. 
And now, farewel : the parent of the gods 
Reſtrains my fleeting ſoul in her abodes : 
I truſt our common iſſue to your care. 
She ſid : and gliding paſs'd unſeen in air. 
I ſtrove to ſpeak, but horror ty'd my tongue ; 
And thrice about her neck my arms 1 flung; 
And thrice deceiv*d, on vain embraces hung. 
Light as an empty dream at break of day, 
Or as a blaſt of wind ſhe ruſn'd away. 

Thus, having paſt the night in fruitleſs pain, 
I to my longing friends return again. 
Amaz'd th' augmented number to behold, 
Of men and matrons mix'd, of young and old : 
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A wretched exil'd crew together brought, 
With arms appointed, and with treaſure fraught. 
Reſolv'd and willing, under my command, 
To run all hazards both of ſea and land. 
The morn began, from Ida, to diſplay 

Her roſy checks, and Phoſphor led the day; 
Before the gates the Grecians took their poſt ; 
And all pretence of late relicf was loſt. 
I yield to fate, unwilling!y rctire, 


And, loaded, up the hill convey my fire. 


TY F HW 'Y 


THE ARGUMENT. 


NEAS preceeds in his relation: be groes an 

account of the fleet with which be ſazPd, and 
the ſucceſs of hrs firſt voyage to Thrace ; from toence 
he diretts bis courſe to Delos, and afes the oracle 
whit place the gots had appointed for bts habitation ? 
By a miiſtake of the oracle's anſwer he ſettles in 
Crete; his habs gods gi ve him the true ſenſe of 
the oracle in a dream. He follows their advice, and 
mates the beſt of bis way for Ita'y : he is caft on ſe- 
veral ſbrres, and meets with very ſurprifng ad ven- 
tures, till at length he I:nds on Sicily ; where his 
father Ancliſes dizs. This ts the place which be 
as ſailing from, when the tempeſt roſe and threw 
bin upon the Carthoginian cooft, 
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THE THIRD BO O 


OF THE 
A N E 1 


HEN heav'n had overturn'd the Trojan ſtate, 
And Priam's throne, by too ſevere a fate: 
When ruin'd Troy became the Grecians prey, 
And Ilium's lofty tow'rs in aſhes lay: 
Warn'd by celeſtial omens, we retreat, 
To ſeek in foreign lands a happier feat. 
Near old Antandros, and at Ida's foot, 
The timber of the ſacred groves we cut; 
And build our fleet: uncertain yet to find 
V hat place the gods for our repoſe aſſign'd. 
Friends daily flock ; and ſcarce the kindly ſpring 
Began to clothe the ground, and birds to ſing ; 
When old Anchiſes ſummon'd all to ſea: 
The crew my father and the fates obey. 
With ſighs and tears I leave my native ſhore, 
And empty fields, u here Ilium ſtood before. 
My ſire, my fon, our leſs and greater gods, 
All ſail at once; and cleave the briny floo''s. 
Againſt our coaſt appears a ſpacious land, 
Which once the fierce Lycurgus did command: 
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Thracia the name; the people bold in war; 
Vaſt are thor fields, and tillage is their care. 

A hofpitzble realm while fate was kind; 

With Troy in friendihip and religion joiu'd. 

] land; with luckleſs mens then adore 

Their gods, and draw a line along thc ſhore ; 

I lay the deep foundations of a wall; 

And Xnos, nam'd from me, the city call. 

To Dionœan Venus vows are paid, 

And all the pow'rs that riſing labours aid; Q 
A bull on Jove's imperial altar 1ai.l. 

Not far, a riſing hillock food in view 

Sharp myrtles, on the ſ:des, and cornc!s grew. 
There, while I went to crop the ſylvan ſcencs, 
And ſhade our altar with their leafy greens; 

J pull'd a plant; (with horror I relate 

A prodigy ſo ſtrange, and full of f.tc\;__ 

The rooted fibres roſe; and from the wound 
Black bloody drops diftilPd upon the ground. 
Mute, and amaz'd, my hair with terror flood ; 
Fear ſhrunk my ſinews, and congeal'd my blood. 
Mann'd once again, another plant I try; * 
That other guſh'd with the ſame ſanguine dye. 
Then, fearing guilt for ſome offence unknown, 
With pray'rs and vows the Dryads I atone 3 
With all the ſiſters of the woods, and moſt 
The god of arms, who rules the Thracian conſt : 
That they, or he, theſe omens would avert; 
Releaſe our fears, and better ſigns impart. 
Clear'd, as I thought, and fully fix'd at length 
To learn the cauſe, I tugg'd with all my ſtrength; 


. 
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I bent my knees againſt the ground; once more 
The violated myrtle ran with gore. 
Scarce dare 1 tell the ſequel: from the womb 
Of wounded earth, and caverns of the tomb, 
A groan, as of a troubled ghoſt, renew'd 
My fright, and then theſe dreadſul words enſu'd. 
hy doſt thou thus my bury'd body rend? 
O ſpare the corps of thy unhappy friend! 
Spare to pollute thy pious hands with blood: 
The tears diftil not from the wounded uod; 
But ev'ry drop this living tree contains 
Is kindred blood, and ran in Trojan veins : 
O fly from this unhoſpitable ſhore, 
Warn'd by my fate; for 1 am Polydore! 
Here loads of lances, in my blood embru'd, 
Again ſhoot upward, by my blood reneu'd. 
Ny f2uit'ring tongue and ſhiv'ring limbs declare 
My horror, and in brittles roſe my hair. 
Vhen Troy with Grecian arms was cloſely pent, 
Old Priam, fearful of the war's event, 5 
This hapleſs Polydore to Thracia ſent. 
Loaded with gold, he ſent his darling, far Q 
From noiſe and tumults, and deſtructive war: 5 
Committed to the faithleſs tyrant's care. 
Who, when he ſaw the pow'r of Troy decline, 
Forſook the weaker, with the firong to join, 
Broke ev'ry bond of nature, and of truth; 
And murder'd, for his wealth, the royal youth. 
O ſacred hunger of perniciovs gold, 
What bands of feith can impious lucre hold ! 
Vor. IL. H 
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Now, when my ſoul had ſhak-n of her fears, 
I cail my father, and the Trojan peers; 
Relate the prodigics of heav'n; require 
hat he commands, and thcir advice deſire. 
All vote to leave that execrable ſhore, 
Polluted with the blood of Polydore. 
But, ere we fail, his fun'ral rites prepare; | 
Then, to his ghoſt, a tomb and altars rear. 
In mournful pomp the matrons walk the round; 
With baleful cypreſs and blue fillets crown'd; | 
With eyes dejected, and with hair unbound. | 
Then bowls of tepid milk and blood we pour, 11 
And thrice invoke the ſoul of Polydore, ö 
: 
| 


9 


Now when the reg ing forms ro longer reigy; 
But ſouthern gales invite us to the min; 
We launch our veſſels, with a proſp'rcus vir; 
And leave the cities and the ſhores behind, : 
An iſland in th'- IU gan main appears | 
Neptune and watry Doris cl.im it theirs, | 
It floated once, till Phoebus fix'd the des 
To rooted earth, and now it braves the tides. 
Here, borne by fricndly winds, we come athorc, 2 
With needful eaſe our weary limbs reſtore ; 
And the ſun's temple, and his town adore. 
Anius, the pricſt and king, with laurel crown'd, 
His hoary locks with purple fillets bound; 
Who ſaw my fire the Delian ſhore aſcend, 
Came forth with cagcr haſte to meet his friend; 
Invites him to his palacc ; and, in ſgn 
Of ancient love, their plighted hands they join, 
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Then to the temp le of the god I went; 
And thus, before the ſhrine, my vows preſent. 
Give, O Thymbræus, give a reſting; place 
To the ſad relics of the Trojen race: 
A ſcat ſecure, a region of their own, 
A laſting cmpire, and a happier town. 
Where ſhall we fix, vhere ſhall our latours end, 
Whom ſhall we follow, and what fate attend? 
Let not my pray'r a doubtful anſwer find; 
But in clear auguries unveil thy mind. 
Scarce had 1 ſaid; he ſhock the holy ground, J 
The laurels, and the lofty hills around; — 
And from the Tripos ruſn'd a bellowing ſound, 0 
Proſtrate we fell; conſoſe d the preſent god, 
V'ho gave this anſwer from his dark abode, 
N Undaunted youths, go ſcek that mother earth 
From which your anceſtors derive their birth: 

The ſoil that ſent you forth, her ancient race, 
In her old boſom, ſhall again embrace. 
> Thro? the wide work th* Anean houſe ſhall reięn, 
And children's cliidren ſmall the crown ſuſtain, 
Thus Phœbus did our future fates dicloſe; 
A mighty tumuli, mix'd with joy, aroſe. 

e All are concern'd to know what place the god 
%. Aſſign'd, and where determin'd our 2bode. 
My father, long revo! ing in h's mind 
The race and lineage of the Trojan kind, 
Thus anſu er'd their demands: Ye princes, hea 
Your pleafing fortune; and diſpel your fear. 
Ji 2 
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The fruitful iſle of Crete, well known to fame, 
Sacred of old to Jove's imperial name, 

In the mid ocean lies, with large command; 

And on its plains a hundred cities ſtand. 

Another Ida riſes there; and we 

From thence derive our Trojan anceſtry. 

From thence, as tis divulg'd by certain fame, 
To the Rhztcan ſhores old Teucrus came. 

There fix'd, and there the ſeat of empire choſe, 
Ere Ilium and the Troj:n tow'rs aroſe. 

In humble vales they built their ſoft abodes 2 
Til! Cybele, the mother of the gods, 

With tinkling cymbals charm*d th? Idean woods. 3 
She, ſecret rites and ceremonies taught, 

And to the yoke the ſalvage lions brovght. 

Let us the land, which heav*n appoints, explore 
Arpesſe the winds, and ſeek the Gnoſſian there. 
If Jove aſſiſ the pattage of our fleet, 

The third propitious daun diſcovers Crete. 

Thus having ſaid, the facrifices laid 

On ſ-moking altars, to the gods he paid. 

A bull, to Neptune an oblation due; 

Another bull to bright Apollo flew : 

A milk-white ewe the weſtern wincs to pleaſe 3 
And one coal-black to calm the ſtormy ſeas. 

Ere this, a flying ;3zmour had been ſpread, 

That berce Ilomeneus (rom Crete was fled 3 
Expcl'd and exiPC ; that the coaſt was free 

From forcign or domeſiic enemy : 
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N We leave the Delian ports, and put to ſca, 

| By Naxos, fam'd for vintage, make our way: 

| Then green Donyſa paſs; and fail in fight 
Of Paros ifle, with marble quarries white. 
Vee piſs the ſcatter'd ifles of Cyclades, 
That, ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd, ſeem to ſtud the ſeas. 
The thouts of ſailors double near the ſhores, 
They ſtretch their canvas, and they ply their oars. 
All hands aloft, for Crete, for Crete, they cry, 
And ſwiftly through the foamy billows fi. 
Full on the promis'd land at length we bore, 
With joy deſcending on the Cretan ſhore, 
With eager haſte a riſing town I frame, 
Which from the Trojan Pergamus I name: 
The name itſelf was grateful; 1 exhort 
To found their houſes, and erect a fort. 
Our ſhips are hau l'd upon the yellow ſtrand, 
The youth begin to till the labour'd land. 
And I myſclf new marrizges promote, 
Give laws; and dwellings I divide by lot. 
When riſing vapours choke the u holeſome air, 
And blaſls of noiſome winds corrupt the year: 
The trees devouring caterpillars burn; 
Parch'd was the graſs, and blighted was the corn. 
Nor 'ſcape the beaſts: for Sirius from on ligh 2 
With peſtilential heat infeRts the ſky : 
My men, ſome fall, the reſt in fevers fry. 8 
Again my father bids me ſeck the ſhore 
Of lacred Delos, ard the god implore : 

H 3 
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To learn u hat end of woes we might expect, 
And to what clime our weary courſe direct. 

Tus night, when ev'ry creature, void of cares, 
The common gift of ba!my ſſumber ſhares : 
The ſlatues of my gods, (for ſuch they ſcem'd), 
Thoſe go.ls whom I from flaming Troy redecm'd, 
Before me ſtood; majeſicslly bright, 
Fu'l in the beams of Fhabe's ent'ring light. 
Then thus they {pokes and eas'd my troubled mind: 
. nt from the ian god thou goeſt to find, 
Je tcils thee here; and ſends us to relate: 
hoe poy*rs are we, compenions of thy fate, 
ho flom the burning town by thee were brought; 
Tay fortune ſfollow'd, and thy ſafety wrought. 
Tirouth fras and lands, as we thy ſte ps attend, 
So mall our care thy glorious race befriend. 
An amęle reaim for thee thy fates ordain; 
A town that o'er the conquer*'d world ſhall reign. 
Thou mighty walls for migh y nations build; 
Nor jet the weary mird to labours yield: 
But change thy ſcat; tor not the Delian god, 
Nor we, have giv'n thee Crete for our abode. 
A lend there is, Heſperia call'd of old, 
he ſoll is fruitful, and the natives bold. 
Th' Oenotrians held it once; by later ſame, 
Now cal!'d Italia from the leader's name. 
1: us there, and Dardanus were born: 
From thence we came, and thither muſt return. 
Riſe, and thy Fre with theſe glad tidings greet ; 
Scaich Italy, for Jove denies thee Crete, 
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Aloniſl'd at their voices, and their ſght, 
(Nor were they dreams, but vifors of the night; 
I faw, I knew their faces, and deſcry'd 
In perfect view their hair with fillets ty*.") ; 
I ſtzrted from my couch, and clammy ſa cat 
On all my limbs and ſhiv'rir g body fat. 
To heav'n I liit my hands vith pious haſte, 
And ſacred incenſe in the flames 1 caſt. 
Thus to the pods their perfett honours Cone, 
More cheerful to my good old ſire I run; 
And tell the pleaſing news; in little face 
lic found his crror of the double race. 
Not, as before he decm'd, deriv'd from Crete; 
No more deluded by the doubtrul feat, 
Then (aid, O fon, turmoil'd in Trojen fete; 
Such things as theſe Caſſandra did relate. 
Tis day revives within my nund what fic 
Furetold of Troy renca'*d in Italy, 
And Latian lands; but who could then have thought 2 
That Phrygian goes to Latium ſhould be brought; e- 
Or who believed what med Caſſandra taught? 5 
Now let us go, where Pharbus leads the way: 
He faid, and we with glad conſent obcy. 
Forſike the ſeat, and, leaving few behind, 
We ffread our ſails before the willing wind. 
Kow from the fight of land our gallies move, 
With cnly fcrs around, and flies above. 
When o'cr our heads defcepes a burſt of rain; 
Apd vight with ſable clouds involves die main: 
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The ruſſling u inds the foamy billous raiſc; 

Tac ſcatter'd fleet is forc'd to ſev'ral ways: 

The face of heav'n is raviſh'd from our cyes, 

And in redoubled peals the roaring thunder flies, 

Caſt from our courſe, we wander in the dark; 

No ſtars to guide, no point of land to mark. 

Exv'n Palinuru- no diſtinction found 

Betwixt the night and day; fuch darkneſs reign'd 

around. 

Three ſtarleſs nights the doubtful navy ſtrays 

Without diſtinQion, and three ſunleſs days. 

The fourth renews the light, and from cur ſhrowds 

We view a riſing land Eke diſtant clouds: 

The mountain- tops cor firm the pleaſing ſight, 

And curling ſmoke aſcending from their height. 

The canvas falls ; their oars the ſailors ply ; 

From the rude ſtrokes the whirling waters fly. 

At length I land upon the Strophades; 

Safe from the danger of the ſtormy ſeas : 

Thoſe ifles are compaſs'd by th* Ionian main; 

The dire abode where the foul harpies reign : 

Forc'd by the winged warriors to repair 

To their old homes, and leave their coſtly fare, 

Monſters more fierce offended heav'n ne'er ſent 

From helPs abyſs, for human puniſhment. 

Wich virgin-faces, but with wombs obſcene, 

Foul paunches, and with ordure ſtill unclean : 

iich claws for hands, and looks for ever len. 
We landed at the port; and ſoon beheld 

Fat herds of oxen graze the flowry field: 
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And wanton goats without a keeper ſirzy'd ; 

Wich weopons we the welcome prey invade. 

Then call the gods for partners of our feaſt : 

And Jove himſelf the chief invited gueſt. 

Ve ſpread the tables on the greenſward ground; 

We feed with hunger, and the bowls go round : 

When from the mountain tops, with hideous cry, 

And clatt'ring wings, the hungry harpies fly: 

They ſnotch the meat; defiling ail they find: 

And parting, leave a loathſome ſtench behind. 

Cloſe by a hollow rock, again we ſit; 

New drefs the dinner, and the beds refit : 

Secure from ſght, beneath a pleaſing ſhade, 

V here tuftcd trees a native arbour made. 

Again the holy fires on altars burn: 

And once ag in the rav'nous birds return: 

Or from the dark receſſes where they lie, 

Cr frem ar.other quarter of the ſky. 

With filchy claws their odious meal repeat, 

And mix their loathſome ordures with their meat. 

1 tid my friends for vengeance then prepare, 

And with the heiliſh nation wage the war. 

They, as commanded, for the fight provide, 

find in the graſs their glitt'ring weapons hide: 

Then, when along the crooked ſhore we hear 
heir clatt'ring wings, and ſaw the foes appear; 

Niiſenas ſounds a charge; we take th' alarm; 

And our ſtrong hands with ſuords and bucklers arm. 

In this new kind of combat all employ 

Their utmeſt force, the monſters to Ceſtroy. 
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In vain; the ſated ſkin is proof to wounds: 

And from their plumes the ſhining ſword re- 
bounds, 

At length rebuff'd, they leave their mangled prey, 

And their ſtretc'd pinions to the ries diſplay. 


Yet one remain'd, the meſſenger of fate, | 
High on a craęgy cliff Celæno fat, Q 
And thus her diſmal errand cid relate. 5 
What, not contented with our oxen lain, 

Dare you with hcav'n an impious war maintain, 5 
And drive the harpies from their native reign ? 


Heed therefore what I ſay; and keep in mind 
What Jove decrees, what Phabus has deſign'd ; 
And I, the Furics* queen, from both relate: 
You cck th? Italian ſhores, foredoom'd by fate: 
Th' Italian ſhores are granted you to find 

And a ſafe paſſage to the port aſſign'd. 

But know, that ere your promis'd walls ye build, 
My curſes ſhall ſeverely be fulfilld, 

Fierce f:mine is your lot, for this miſdeed, 
Requc'd to grind the plates on which you feed. 
She ſaid ; and to the neighÞ'ring foreſt flew : 
Our courage fails us, and our fears renew. 
Hopeleſs to win by war, to pray'rs we fall; 
And on th' offended harpies humb'y call. 

And whether gods, or birds obſcene they were, 
Our vows for pardon and for peace prefer. 

But old Anchiſes, off ring ſacrifice, 

And lifting up to heav'n his hands and eyes; 


Z. III. v. 345. XLN EIS. 95 


Theſe omens, render vain this prophecy: 

And from th' impending curſe a pious people free. 
Thus having ſaid, he bids us put to ſea; 

We looſe from ſhore our haulſers, and obey : Q 
And ſoon with ſwelling ſails purſue our watry way. 9 
Amidſt our courſe Zacynthian woods appear: 

And next by rocky Neritos we ſteer: 

We fly from Ithaca's deteſted ſhore, 

And curſe the land which dire Ulyſſes bore. 

At length Lencate's cloudy top appears; 

And the ſun's temple, which the ſailor fears. 
Reſoly'd to breathe a while frvin labour paſt, 2 


Ador'd the greater gods: Avert, ſeid he, 2 


Our crooked anchors from the prow we caſt ; 
And joyful to the little city haſte. 

Here ſafe beyond our hopes, our vous we pay 
To Jove, the guide and patron of our way. 
The cuſtoms of our country we pur ſuc; 

And Trojan games on Actian ſhorcs renew. 
Our youth their n. ked limbs beſmcar with oil; 
And exerciſe the u reſtler's noble toil. 

Pleas'd to have feil'd ſo long before the wind; 
And left ſo many Grecian towns behind. 

The ſun had now fulfil d his annual courſe, 
And Boreas on the ſeas diſplay'd his force : 

I fix'd upon the temple's lofty door 

The brazen ſhicld which vanquiſh'd Abas bore : 
The verſe bencath my name and action ſpeaks, 
Thcſc arms Lneas tock from conqu'ring Grecks. 
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Then I command to weigh; the ſeamen ply 

Their ſweeping oars, the ſmokiug billows fly. 

The ſight of high Phæacia ſoon we loſl ; 

And ſtimm'd along Epirus” rocky coaſt. 

Then to Chaonia's port our courſe we bend, 

And landed, to Buthrotus heights aſcen). 

Here wond'rous things were loudly bl:z'd by fame; 

How Helenus reviv'd the Trojan name; 

And reign'd in Greece: That Priam's c:ptive fon 

Succeeded Pyrrhus in his bed and throne. 

And fair Andromache, reſtor'd by fate, 

Once more was happy in a Trojan mate. 

] leave my gallies riding in the port 

And long to ſee the new Dardanian court. 

By chance, the mournful queen, before the gate, 

Then ſolemniz'd her former huſband”s fate. 

Green altars, rais'd of turf, with gifts ſhe crow n'd; 2 

And ſacred pricſts in order ſtand around; 

And thrice the name of hapleſs Hector ſound. 5 

The grove itſelf reſembles Ida's wood; 

And Simois ſeem'd the well-diſſembled flood. 

But when, at nearer diſtance, ſhe beheld 

My ſhining armour, and my Trojan ſhield; 

Aſtoniſh'd at the ſight, the vital heat 

Forſakes her limbs, her veins no longer beat: 

She faints, ſhe falls; and, ſcarce recov'ring ſtrength, 

Thus, with a fault*cing tongue, ſhe ſpeaks at length. 
Are you alive, O goddeſs-born ! ſhe ſaid, 

Or, if a ghoſt, then where is Hector's ſhade? 
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At this ſhe caſt a loud and frightful cry : 

With broken words I made this bricf reply. 
All of me that remains, appears in ſight; 

I live, if living be to loath the light. 

No phantom; but I drag a wretched life; 

My fate reſembling that of Hector's wife. 
What have you ſutfer'd ſince you loſt your lord! 
By what ſtrange bleſſings are you now reſtor'd ! 
Still are you Hector's, or is Hector fled, 

And his remembrance loſt in Pyrrhus' bed? 
With eyes dejected, in a lowly tone, 

After a modeſt pauſe, ſhe thus begun. 

Oh only bappy maid of Priam's race, 
Whom death deliver'd from the foes embrace! 
Commanded on Achilles“ tomb to die, 

Not forc'd, like us, to hard captivity, 

Or in a haughty maſter's arms to ly. 

In Grecian ſhips unhappy we were borne : 

Endur'd the victor's luſt, ſuſtain'd the ſcorn : 

Thus I ſubmitted to the lawleſs pride 

Of Pyrrhus, more a handmaid than a bride. 

Cloy'd with poſſeſſion, he forſook my bed, 

And Helen's lovely daughter ſought to wed. 

Then me to Trojan Helenus reſign'd : 

And his two ſla ves in equal marriage join'd. 

Till young Oreſtes, picr&d with deep deſpair, 

And longing to redeem the promis'd fair, 

Before Apollo's altar flew the raviſhcr. 

By Pyrrhus' death the kingdom we regain'd : 

At leaſt one half with Helenus remain'd ; 
Vo. II. 1 
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Our part, from Chaon, he Chaonia calls: 

And names, from Pergamus, his riſing walls. 

But you, what fates have landed on our coaſt, 
What gods have ſent yon, or what ſtorms have toſt? 
Does young Aſcanius life and health enjoy, 

Sav'd from the ruins of unhappy Troy? 


O kell me how his mother's loſs he bears, a 
What hopes are promis'd from his blooming years, 
How much of Hector in his face appears? 5 


She ſpake: and mix'd her ſpeech with mournſul cries; 
And fruitleſs tears came trickling from her eyes. 
At length her lord deſcends upon the plain 

In pomp, attended with a num'rous train: 

Receives his friends, and to the city leads; 

And tears of joy amidſt his welcome ſheds. 
Proceeding on, another Troy 1 ſee 3 

Or, in leſs compaſs, Troy's epitome. 

A riv'let by the name of Xanthus ran: 

And I embrace the Scæan gate again. 

My friends in porticocs were entertain'd ; 

And feaſts and pleaſures thro' the city reign'd. 

The tables fill'd the ſpacious hall around: 

And golden bowls with ſporkling wine were crown'd. 
Two days we paſs'd in mirth, till friendly gales, 
Blown from the ſouth, ſupply'd our ſwelling ſails. 
Then to the royal ſeer I thus began: 

O thou who know'ſt beyond the reach of man 

The laws of heav'n, and what the ſtars decree, 2 
Whom Phœbus taught unerring prophecy, | 
From his own tripod, and his holy trec : 7 
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Skill'd in the wing'd inhabitents of air, 
What auſpices their notes, and flights, declare: 
O ſay; for all religious rites portend 
A happy voyage, and a proſp'rous end; 
And ev*'ry pow'r and omen of the ſky, 
Direct my courſe for deſtin'd Italy. 
But only dire Celzno, from the gods, 
A diſmal famine fatally forebodes : 
O ſay what dangers I am firſt to ſhun 
What toils to yanguiſh, and what courſe to run. 

The prophet firſt with ſacrifice adores 
The greater gods; their pardon then implores: 
Unbinds the fillet from his holy head; 2 
To Phæbus next my trembling ſteps he led: 
Full of religious doubts and awful dread. 
Then, with his god poſlſeſs*d, before the ſhrine, 
Theſe words proceeded from his mouth divine. 
O goddeſs-born, (for heav'n's appointed will, 
With greater auſpices of good than :!1, 
Foreſhows thy voyage, and thy courſe direfs; 
Thy fates conſpire, and Jove himſelf protects: 
Of many things, ſome few 1 ſhall explain, ? 
Teach thee to ſhun the dangers of the main, 
And bow at length the promis'd ſhore to gain. ' 5 
"The reſt the fates from Helenus couceal 
And Juno's angry pow'r forbids to tell. 
Firſt then, that happy ſhore, that ſeems ſo nigh, 
Will far from your deluded wiſhes fly: 5 
Long ti acts of ſeas divide your hopes from Italy. 
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For you muſt cruiſe along Sicilian ſhores; 

And ſtem the currents with your ſtruggling oars : 

Then round th' Italian coaſt your navy ſteer ; 

And after this to Circe's iſland veer. 

And laſt, before your new foundations riſe, | 

Muſt paſs the Stygian lake, and view the nether 
ſl. ies. 

Now mark the ſigus of future eaſe and reſt ; 

And bear them ſafely treaſur'd in thy breaſt. 

When in the ſhady ſhelter of a wood, 

And near the margin of a gentle flood, 

Thou ſhalt behold a ſow upon the ground, 

With thirty ſucking young encompaſs'd round 

The dam and offspring white as falling ſnow: 

Theſe on thy city ſhall their name beſtow : : 

And there ſhall end thy laboors and thy vo. 

Nor let the threaten'd famine fright thy mind, 

For Phœbus will aſſiſt; and fate the way will find. 

Let not thy courſe to that ill coaſt be bent, 

Which fronts from far th' Epirian continent; 

Thoſe parts are all by Grecian foes poſſeſs'd : 

The ſalvage Locrians here the ſhores infeſt. 

There fierce Idomeneus his city builds, 

And guards with arms the Salentinian fields. 

And on the mountain's brow Petilia ſtands, 

Which Philoctetes with his troops commands. 

Ev'n when thy fleet is landed on the ſhore, 

And prieſts with holy vows the gods adore ; 

Then with a purple veil involve your eyes, 


Left hoſtile faces blaſt the ſacrifice. 
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Theſe rites and cuſtoms to the reſt commend z 
That to your pious race they may deſcend. 

When parted hence, the wind that ready waits 
For Sicily, ſhall bear you to the Straits : 
Where proud Pelorus opes a wider way, 
Tack to the larboard, and ſtand off to ſea: 
Veer ſtarboard ſea and land. TH' Italian ſhore 
And fair Sicilia's coaſt were one, before | 
An earthquake caus'd the flaw, the roaring tides 2 
The paſſage broke, that land from land divides: 
And u here the lands retir'd the rulking ocean rides. 9 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the ſtraits, on either hand, 
Now riſing cities in long order ſtand 
And fruitful fields: (Sv much can time invade 
The mould*ring work that beautcous nature made). 
Far on the right her dogs foul Scylla hides: 
Charybdis roaring on the left preſides ; 6 
And in her greedy whirlpool ſacks the tides : 
Then ſpouts them from below; with fury driv'n, 
The waves mount up, and waſh the face of heay'n. 
But Scylla from her den, with open jaws, 
The ſinking veſſel in her eddy draus; 
Then daſhes on the rocks: a human face, 
And virgin-boſom, hides her tail's diſgrace. 
Her parts obſcene below the waves deſcend, 
With dogs inclos'd ; and in a dolphin end. 
*Tis ſafer, then, to bear aloof to ſea, 
And coaſt Pachynus, tho' with more delay; 
Than once to view miſhapen Scylla near, 
Azad the loud yell of watry wolycs to hear, 


13 


302 VIRGITIUL's B. III. v. 551. 


Refides, if faith to Helenus be due, 
Ind if prophetic Phœbus tell me true, 
No not this precept of your friend forget: 
V.hich therefore more than once 1 muſt repeats 
Above the reſt, great Juno's name adore: 
Pay vows to Juno; Juno's aid implore. 
Let gitts be to the mighty queen de gn'd; 
And molliſy with pray'rs her haughty mind. 
Thus, at the length, your paſlage thall be free, 
And you ſhall ſafe deſcend on Italy. 
Arriv'd at Cumz, when you view the flood 
Of black Avernus, and the ſounding wood, 
the mad prophetic Sibyl you ſhall find, 
Mark in a cave, and on a rock reclin'd. 
She ! vgs the fates, and, in her frantic fits, 
Ihe notes and names inſcrib'd, to leaves commits. 
Vhat ſhe commits to leaves, in order laid, 
B:fore the cavern's entrance are diſplay'd: 
Unmov'd they lie; but if a blaſt of wind 
Without, or vapours iſſue from behind, 
Ihe leaves are borne aloft in liquid air, 
Ind ſhe reſumes no more her muſeful care: 
Nor gathers from the rocks her ſcatter'd verſe: 
Nor ſets in order what the winds diſperſe. 
Thus, many not ſucceeding, moſt upbraid 0 
The madneſs of the viſionary mæid; 
And with loud curſes leave the myſtic ſhade. 0 

Think it not loſs of time a while to ſtay; 
Though thy companions chide thy long delay: 
Though ſammon'd to the ſeas, though pleaſing g: 1c: 
Invite thy courſe, and ſtretch thy ſwelling ſails. 
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But beg the ſacred prieſteſs to relate 


With willing words, and not to write thy fate. 
The fierce Italian people ſhe will ſhow ; 

And all thy wars, and all thy future wo; 

And what thou may'ſt avoid, and what muſt un- 

dergo. 

She ſhall direct thy courſe, inſtruct thy mind; 

And teach thee how the hoppy ſhores to find. 

This is what heav'n allows me to relate: 

Now part in peace; purſue thy better fate, 5 
And raiſe, by ſtrength of arms, the Trojan ſtate. 
This when the prieſt with friendly voice declar'd 
He gave me licence, and rich gifts prepor'd : 
Bounteous of treaſere, he ſupply'd my want 
With heavy golè, and poliſh'd elephant. 

Then Dodonean cauldrons put on board, 

And ev'ry ſhip with ſums of ſilver ſtor'd. 

A truſty coat of mail to me he ſent, 

Thrice chain'd with gold, for uſe and ornament : 
The helm of Pyrrhus added to the reſt, 

That flouriſh'd with a plume and wavirg creſt. 
Nor was my ſire forgotten, nor my friends: 

And large recruits he to my navy ſends ; 

Men, horſes, captains, arms, and warlike ſtores: 
Supplies new pilots, and new ſweeping oars. 
Mezntime, my fire commands to hoiſt our ſails; 
Leſt we ſhould loſe the firſt auſpicious gales. 

The prophet bleſt the parting crew: and laſt, 
With words like the ſe, his ancient friend em- 

brac'd. 
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Old happy man, the care of gods above, 
Whom heav'nly Venus honour'd with her love, 
And twice preſer vd thy life when Troy was loſt; 
Rehold from far the wiſh'd Auſonian coaſt : 
There land; but take a larger compaſs round ; 
For that before is all forbidden ground. 
The ſhore that Phœbus has deſign'd for you, 
At farther diſtance lies, conceal'd from view, 
Go happy hence, and ſeck your new abodes ; 
Bleſs'd in a fon, and favour'd by the gods: 
For I with uſeleſs words prolong your ſtay, 
When ſouthern gales have ſummon'd you away. 
Nor leſs the queen our parting thence deplor'd ; 

Nor was leſs bounteous than her Trojan lord. 
A noble preſent to my ſon (he bronght, 
A robe with flow*rs on golden tiſſue wrought ; 
A Phrygian veſt; and loads with gifts beſide 
Of precious texture, and of Aſian pride. 
Accept, ſhe ſaid, theſe monuments of love; 
Which in my youth with happicr hands I wove: 
Regard theſe trifles for the giver's ſake; 
*Tis the laſt preſent Hector's wife can make. 
Thou call'ſt my loſt Aſtyanax to mind: 
In thee his features and his form ] find. 

lis eyes ſo ſparkled with a lively flame; 
Such were his motions, ſuch was all his frame; 
And ah! had heay'n fo pleas'd, his years had been 

the ſame. 
With tears I took my laſt adicv, and faid, 

Your fortune, happy pair, already made, 
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Leaves you no farther wiſh : my diff rent ſtate, 
Avoiding one, incurs another fate. 
To you a quiet ſeat the gods allow, 
You have no ſhores to ſearch, no ſeas to plow, 
Nor fields of flying Italy to chaſe; 
(Deluding viſions, and a vain embrace !) 
You ſee another Simois, and enjoy 
The labour of your hands, another Troy ; 
With better auſpice than her ancient tow'rs : 
And leſs obnoxious to the Grecian pow'rs. 
If &er the gods, whom I with yows adore, 
Conduct my ſteps to Tiber's happy ſhore: 
If ever I aſcend the Latian throne, 
And build a city I may call my own; 
As both of us our birth from Troy derive, 
So let our Kin dred lines in concord live; 5 
And both iv acts of equal friendſhip ſtrive. 
Our fortunes, good or bad, ſhall be the ſame, 
The double Troy ſhall diFer but in name: 
That what we now begin may never end; 
But long, to late poſterity deſcend. 

Near the Ceraurian rocks our courſe we bore: 
(The ſhorteſt paſſuge to th Italian ſhore) : 
Now had the ſun withdrawn his radiant light, 
And hills were hid in duſky ſhades of night: 
We land; and on the boſom of the ground 
A ſafe retreat, and a bare lodging found ; 
Cloſe by the ſhore we lay; the ſailors keep 
Their watches, and the reſt ſecurely fleep. 
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Stood in her noon; and view'd, with equal face, 
Her ſleepy riſe, and her declining race. 
Then wakeful Palinurus roſe to ſpy 8 


The night proceeding on with ſilent pace, 2 


The face of ade, and the nocturnal ſky; 
And liſten'd ev'ry breath of air to try; 

Obſer ves the ſtars, and notes their ſliding courſe, 
The Pleiads, Hyads, and their watry force; 
And both the Bears is careful to behold ; 

And bright Orion arm'd with burniſt'd gold. 
Then when he ſaw no threat'ning tempeſt nigh, 
But a ſure promiſe of a ſettled ſky; 

He gave the ſign to weigh; we break our ſleep; 
Forſake the pleaſing ſhore, and plow the deep. 
And now the riſing morn, with roſy light 
Adorns the ſkies, and puts the ſtars to flight : 
When we from far, like bluiſh miſts, deſcry 
The hills, and then the plains of Italy. 
Achates firſt pronounc'd the joyful ſound; 
Then Italy the cheerful crew rebound ; 

My fire Anchiſes crown'd a cup with wine, 
And, off”ring, thus implor'd the pou'rs divine. 
Ye gods, preliding over lands and ſeas, 

And you who raging winds and waves »ppeaſe, 
Breathe on our ſwelling fails a proſp'rous wind, 
And ſmooth our paſlage to the port aſſign'd. 
The gentle gales their flagging force rencw ; 
And now the happy harbour is in view. 
Minerva's temple then ſalutes our ſight; 
Plac'd, as a land-mark, on the mountein's height; 
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We furl our ſails, and turn the prows to ſhore; 
The curling waters round the galleys roar ; 

The land lies open to the raging eaſt, 

Then, bending like a bow, with rocks compreſs'd, 
Shuts out the florms; the winds and waves complain, 
And vent their malice on the cliffs in vain. 

The port lies hid within; on either fide 

Two touꝰ ring rocks the narrow mouth divide. 

The temple, which aloft we view'd before, 

To diſtance flies, and ſeems to ſhun the ſhore, 
Scarce landed, the firſt omens I beheld 

Were four white ſteeds that cropt the flow'ry field. 
War, war is threaten'd from this foreign ground, 
(My father cry'c), where warlike ſteeds are found. 
Yet, ſince reclaim'd to chariots they ſubmit, 

And bend to ſtubborn youkes, and champ the bit, 
Peace may ſucceed to war. Our way we bend 

To Pallas, and the ſacred hill aſcend. 

There, proſtrate, to the fierce Virago pray 

Whoſe temple was the land-mark of our way. 
Each with a Phrygian mantle veil'd his head; 

And all commands of Helenus obey'd ; 5 
And pious rites to Grecian Juno paid. 

Theſe dues perform'd, we ſtretch our fails, and ſtand 
To ſea, forſaking that ſuſpected land. 

From hence Tarentum's bay appears in view; 

For Hereules renown'd, if fame be true. 

Juſt oppoſite, Lacinian Juno ſtands : 

Caulonian tow'rs, and Scylaczan ſtrands 

For ſhipwrecks fear'd : mount Xtna thence we ſpy, 
Known by the ſmoky flames which cloud the ky. 
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Far off we hear the waves, with ſurly ſound, 

Invade the rocks, the rocks their groans rebound. 

The billows break upon the ſounding ſtrand, 

And roll the riſing tide, impure with ſand. 

Then thus Anchiſes, in experience old, 

Tis that Charybdis which the ſeer foretold : 

And thoſe the promis'd rocks; bear off to ſea: 

With haſte the frighted mariners obey. 

Firſt Palinurus to the larboard veer'd ; | 

Then all the fleet by his example ſteer'd. | 

To heav'n aloft on ridgy waves we ride; ö 

Then down to hell deſcend, when they divide. 

And thrice our gallies knock'd the ſtony ground, 

And thrice the hollow rocks return'd the ſound, 

And thrice we ſaw the ſtars, that ſtood with dews 
around. 

The flagging winds forſook us, with the ſun 

And, weary'd, on Cyclopean ſhores we run. 

The port capacious, and ſecure from wind, 

Is to the foot of thund'ring Ætna join'd. 

By turns a pitchy cloud ſhe rolls on high; 2 


By turns hot embers from her entrails fly; 

And flakes of mounting flames, that lick the ſky. 
Oft from her bowels maſſy rocks are thrown, 
And ſhiver'd by the force, come piecemeal down. 
Oft liquid lakes of burning ſulphur flow, 

Fed from the fiery ſprings that boil below. 
Enceladus, they ſay, transfix'd by Jove, 

With blaſted limbs came tumbling from above: 
And where he fell th' avenging father drew 
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As often as he turns his weary ſ:des, 

He ſhakes the ſolid iſle, and ſmoke the heavens hĩdes · 

In (ſhady woods we paſs the tedious night, 

Where be!lowing ſounds and groans our ſouls 
affright ; 

Of which no cauſe is ofer'd to the ſight. 

For not one ſtar was kindled in the ſky ; 

Nor cou'd the moon her borrow'd light ſupply : 

For miſty clouds involy'd the firmament ; 

The ſtars were muffled, and the moon was pent. 

Scarce had the rifirg ſun the day reveal'd; 

Scarce had his heat the pearly deus diſpell'd; 

When from the woods there bolts, before our ſight, 

Somewhat betwixt a mortal and a ſpriglit. 

So thin, ſo ghaſtly meagre, and fo wan, 

So bare of fleſh, he ſcarce reſemble) man. 

This thing, all tatter'd, ſeem'd from far t' implore 

Our pious aid, and pointed to the ſhore. 

We look behind; then view his ſhaggy beard; 

His cloaths were tagg d with thorns, and filth his limbs 
beſmear'd; 

The reſt, in mien, in habit, and in face, 

Appear'd a Greck, and ſuch indeed he was. 

He caſt on us, from far, a frightful view, 

Whom ſoon for Trojans and for foes he knew: 

Stood till, and paus'd ; then all at once began 

To ſtretch his limbs, and trembled as he ran. 

Soon as approach'd, upon his knees he falls, 

And thus with tears and ſighs for pity calls. 

Vox. II. K 
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Now by the pow'rs above, and what we ſhare 
From natur-'s common giſt, this vital air, 

O Trojans, take me hence; 1 beg no more, 

But bear me fur from this urhappy ſhore. 

"Tis true, 1 am a Greck, and forther own, 
Among your foes beſieg'd th' imperial town 3 
For ſuch demerits if my death be due, 

No more for this abandun'd life I ſhe : 

This only favour let my tears obtain, 

To throw me headlong in the rapid main: 

Since pathing more then death my crime demands, 
I die contert, to die by human hands. 

Jle ſzid, and on bis knees my knees embrac'd : 
I bade him boldly tell his fortune pL; 

Fits prefent ſtate, his linegge, and his r:mes 
Ti veeaf on of his fears, and whence be c me. 
The good Anchifos rais'd him with his hand; 
Who, thus encomeg'd, anſwer'd oor demand | 
From Itheca, my native foil, I came 

To Troy, and Achæmenides my name. 

Ne, my poor ſather vich Uly'iles ſent; 

(Oh hed I ſtay'd, u ich poverty content“) 

But, ſcarſul for th-mſiclves, my covatrymen 
Leit me forſaken in the Cyclops' den, 

The cave, tho” large, was dark, the diſmal floor 
Was pav'd with mangled limbs and putrid gore. 
Our monſrons hoſt, of more then human (ze, 
Erects his head, ard ſtares within the fries, 
Bc!lowing his voice, anc horrid is his hue. 

| Ye gods, remove this plague from mortal vicw : 
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The joints of ſlaughter'd wretches are his food: 
And for his wine he quaffs the ſtreaming blood. 
Theſe eyes beheld, when with his ſpacious hand 
He ſeiz'd two captives of our Grecian band; 
Stretch'd on his back, he daſh'd againſt the flones 
Their broken bodies, and their crack:ing bones: 
With ſpouting blood the purple pavement ſwin:s, 
White the dire glutton grinds the trembling limbs. 
Not unreveng'd Ulyſſes bore their fate, 
Nor thoughtleſs of his own unhappy ſiate; 
For, gorg'd with fleſh, and drunk with human wine, 
Vhile faſt aſleep the giant lay ſupine : 
Snoring aloud, and belching from his maw 
His indigeſted foam, and morſels raw: 
We pray, we caſt the lots, and then ſurround 
The monſtrous body, firetch'd along the ground: 
Each, as he cou'd ar proach him, lends a hand 
To bore his cye-ball with a flaming brand: 
Beneath his frowning forchead lay his cye, 
(For only one did the vaſt frame ſupply ;) 
But that a globe ſo large, his front is fill'd, 
Like the ſun's diſk, or like a Grecian ſhie!d. 
The ſtroke ſucceeds, and down the pupil bends ; 
This vergeance fo:low'd for our ſlaughter'd friends. 
But haſte, unhappy wretches, haſte to fly; 
Your cables cut, and on your oars rely. 
Such, and fo vaſt as Polypheme appears, 
A hundred more this hated ifland bears: 
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Like him in caves they ſhut their woolly ſheep, 

Like him, their herds on tops of mountains keep; 

Like him, with mighty ſtrides, they ſlalk from ſteep 

to ſteep. 

And now three moons their ſharpen'd horns renew, 

Since thus in woods and wilds, obſcure from view, 

IT drog my loathſome days with mortal fright ; 

And in deſerted caverns loge by night. 

Oft from the rocks a dreadful proſpect ſee 

Of the huge Cyclops, like a walking tree : 

From far I hear his thund'ring voice reſourd ; 

And trampling feet that ſhake the ſolid ground. 

Cornels and ſalvage berries of the wood, 

And roots and herbs, have been my meagre food. 
While ail around my longing eyes I caſt, 

I ſaw your happy ſhips appear at laſt. 

On theſe I fix'd my hopes, to theſe I run, 

*Tis all I aſk, this crucl race to ſhun, 

What other death you pleaſe yourſelves, beſtow. 

Scarce had he ſaid, when on the mountain's brow 

We ſaw the giant-ſhepherd ſtalk before 

His following flock, and leading to the ſhore. 

A monſtrous bulk, deform'd, depriv'd of ſight, 

His ſta a trunk of pine to guide his ſteps aright. 

His pondrous whiſtle from his neck deſcends ; 

His woolly c:re their penſive lord attends : : 

This only ſolace his hard fortune ſends. | 

Soon as he reach'd the ſhore, and touch'd the waves, 

From his bor'd eye the guttring blood he laves: 
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He gnaſh'd his teeth and groan'd; thro? ſcas he ſirĩdes, 
And ſcarce the topmoſt billows touch'd his ſides. 

Sciz'd with a ſudden fear, we run to ſea, 
The cables cut, and filent haſte away: 
The well-deſerving ſtranger entertain; 
Then, buckling to the work, our oars divide the main. 
The giant hearken'd to the daſhing ſound ; 
But when our veſſels out of reach he found, 
He ſtrided onward; and in vain affay'd 
Th' Ionian deep, and durſt no farther wade. 
With that he roar'd aloud; the dreadful cry 
Shakes earth, and air, and ſeas; the billows fly 5 
Before the bellou ing noiſe, to diſtant Italy. 
The neighb' ring Xtna trembling all around; 
The winding caverns echo to the ſound. 
His brother Cyclops hear the yelling roar; 
And, ruſhing down the mountains, crowd the ſhore, 
We ſaw their ſtern diſtorted looks, from far, 
And one-ey'd glance, that vainly threaten'd war. 
A dreadful council, with their heads on high, 
The miſty clouds about their forcheads fiy ; 
Not yielding to the tow*ring tree of Jove, 
Or talleſt cypreſs of Diana's grove. 
New pangs of mortal fear our minds aſſail, 
We tug at ev'ry oar, and hoiſt up ev'ry ſail; 7 - 
And take th' advantage of the friendly gale. 5 
Forewarn'd by Helenus, we ſtrive to ſhun 
Charybdis* gulf, nor dare to Scylla run. 
An equal fate on cither ſide appears; 
We, tacking to the left, are free from fears, 
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For ſrom Pelorus* point, the north aroſe, 

F.1d drove us back where ſwift Pantzgins flows. 

I;is rocky mouth we paſs; and make our way 

PB; Thapfus, and Megara's winding bay; 

This paſſage Achæmenides had ſhown, 

_ Tracing the courſe which he beſore had run. 

Kight o'er zgainſt Plemmyrium's watry ſtrand 

There lies an iſle, once call'd th' Ortygian land: 

Alpkeus, as old fame reports, has found 

From Greece a ſecret paſſage under ground: 

By love to beauteous Arethuſa led, 

And, mingling here, they roll in the ſame ſacred 
bed. 

As Helenus «<njoin'd, we next adore 

Diana's name, protectreſs of the ſhore, 

With proſp'rous gales we paſs the quiet ſounds 

Of ſtill Elorus, and his fruitful bounds. 

Thea doubling Cape Pachynus, we ſurvey 

"The rocky ſhore extended to the ſea. 

The town of Camarine from far we ſee; 

Ind fenny lake, undrain'd by fates decree. 

In ſight of the Geloan fields we paſs, 

Aud the large walls, where mighty Gela was: 

"Then Agrogas with lofty ſummits crown'd; 

Lorg for the race of warlike ſteeds renown'd : 

Vie paſs'd Sclinus, and the palmy land, 2 

And widely ſhun the Lilybean ſtrand, 

Unſaſe, for ſecret rocks and moving ſand. 5 

At length on ſhore the weary fleet arniv'dz 


Which Drepanum's unhappy port receiy'd. 
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Here, after endleſs labours, often toſt 

By raging ſtorms, and driv'n on ev'ry coaſt, 8 

My dear, dear father, ſpent with age, I loſt. 

Eaſe of my cares, and ſolace of my pain, 

Sav'd through a thouſand toils, but ſav'd in vain. 

The prophet, who my future woes reveal'd, 

Yet this, the greateſt and the worſt, conceal'd. 

And dire Celzno, whoſe foreboding ſkill 

Denounc'd all elſe, was ſilent of this ill: 

This my laſt labour was. Some friendly god 

From thence convey'd us to your bleſt abode. 
Thus to the liſt'ning queen, the royal gueſt 2 

Iſis wand” ring courſe, and all his toils expreſs'd; 

And here concluding, he retir'd to reſt. 0 


THE ARGUMENT. 
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UT anxious carcs already ſcizd the queen 
She fed within her veins a flame unſcen: 

The hero's valour, acts, and birth, inſpire 
Fer foul with love, and fun the fecret fire. 
His worde, lis looks imprinted in her heart, 
Improve the pation, and increaſe the {mart. 
Now when the purple morn had chas'd away 
The deny ſhadows, and reſtor'd the day; 
Her ſiſter firſt with early care ſte ſought, 
And thus in mournful accents eas'd her thought. 
My dearcſt Anna, what new dreams affright 
My lab'ring ſoul ; what viſions of the night 
Diſturb my quict, and diſtract my breaſt, 
With ſtrange ideas of our Trojan cueſi? 
His worth, his actions, and majeſtic air, 
A men deſcended from the gods declare. 
Fear ever argues a degen'rate kind, 
FHlis birth is well aſſerted by his mind. 
Then what he ſuffer'd, when by fate betray'd, 
What brave attempts for falling Troy he made 


325 VIRGIL's B. IV. v. 21. 


Such were his looks, ſo gracefully he ſpoke, 

That were I not reſolv'd againſt the yoke 

Of hapleſs marriage, never to be curs'd 

With ſecond love, ſo fatal was my firſt; 

To this one error I might yield again: 

For, ſince Sichæus was untimely lain, 

This only man is able to ſubvert 

The fix'd foundations of my ſtubborn heart. 

And, to confeſs my frailty, to my ſhame, 2 
0 


Somewhat I find within, if not the ſame, 
Too like the ſparkles of my former flame. 
But firſt let yawning earth a paſſage rend, 
And let me through the dark abyſs deſcend ; 
Firſt let avenging Jove, with flames from high, 2 
Drive down this body to the nether ſky, 
Condemn'd with ghoſts in endleſs night to ly; d) | 
Before I break the plighted faith I gave: 
No; he who had my vows ſhall ever have; 8 
For whom I lov'd on earth, I worſhip in the grave. 
She ſaid; the tears ran guſhing from her eyes, 
And ſtopp'd her ſpeech: her ſiſter thus replies. 
O dearer than the vital air I breathe, 
Will you to grief your blooming years bequeath ? 
Condemn'd to waſte in woes your lonely life, 
Without the joys of mother or of wife. 
Think you theſe tears, this pompous train of wo, 
Are known or valu'd by the ghoſt below ? 
I grant, that while your ſorrows yet were green, 
It well became a woman and a queen, 


| 
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The vows of Tyrian princes to neglect, 
To ſcorn larbas, and his love reject; 

T ith all the Libyan lords of mighty name; 
But will you fight againſt a pleaſing flame! 
This little ſpot of land, which heav'n beſtows, 
On ev'ry ſide is hemm'd with warlike foes: 
Getulian cities here are ſpread around; 

And fierce Numidians there your frontiers bound ; 
Here lies a barren waſte of thirſty land, 
And there the Syrtes raiſe the moving ſand : 
Barczan troops beſiege the narrow ſhore; 
And from the ſea Pygmalion threatens more. 
Propitious heav'n, and gracious Juno, lead 
This wand'ring navy to your needſul aid; 
How will your empire ſpread, your city riſe 
From ſuch an union, and with ſuch allies ! 
Implore the favour of the pow'rs above, 
And leave the conduct of the reſt to love. 
Continue ſtill your hoſpitable way, 
And ſtill invent occaſions of their ſtay ; 
Till ſtorms and winter winds ſhall ceaſe to threat, 
And planks and oars repair their ſhatter'd fleet. 
Theſe words, which from a friend and ſiſter 
came, 
With caſe reſolv'd the ſcruples of her fame; 
And added fury to the kindled flame. 
In/pir'd with hope, the project they purſue; 
On ev'ry altar ſacrifice renew: 
A choſen ewe of two years old they pay 
To Ceres, Bacchus, aud the god of day: 
Ves IL L 
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Preferring Jund's pow'r : for Juno tics 
The nuptial knot, and makes the marriage joys, 
The beautcous queen before her altar ſtands, 
And holds the golden goblet in her hands. 
A milk&-vhite heifer ſhe with flow'rs adorus, 
And pours the ruddy wine betwixt her horns 
And while the prieſts with pray'r the gods invoke, 
She feeds their altars with Sabzan ſmoke. 
With hour!y care the ſacrifice renews, 
And anxioully the panting entrails views. 
What prieſtly rites, alas! what pious art, 
What vows avail to cure a bleeding heart! | 
A gentle fire ſhe feeds within her veins ; | 
Where the ſoft god ſecure in ſilence rcoigns, 

Sick with detire, and ſecking kim the loves, 
From ſirect to ſtreet the raving Dido roves. 
So when the watchful ſhepherd, from the blind, 
Vountds with a random thatt the carcleſs hind; 
Diſtracted with her pain ſhe ftes the woods, 
Bounds o'er the lawn, and ſccks the ſilent floods; 
With fruitleſs care; for ſtill the fatal dart 
Sticks in her ſide, and rankles in her heart. 
And now ſhe leads the Trojan chief along 
The loſty walls, amidſt the buſy throng ; 
Diſpleys her Tyrian wealth, and rifing town, 
Which love, without his labour, makes his oun. 
This pomp the ſhows to tempt her uand'rirg gucſt: 
Her fault'ring tongue forbids to ſpeak the ref?, 
When dzy declines, and feaſts renew the nicht, 
Still ou his face ſhe ſeeds her fam fig; 
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She longs again to hear the prince relate 
His own adventures, and the Fre jan fate: 
He tells it o'er and ver: but fall in vanz 
For ſtill ſne begs to hear it, once again. 
The hrarer on the {pcaker's mouth depends; 
And thus the tragic ſtory never ends. 

Then, when they part, when Phabe's paler light 
Withdraws, and falling ſtars to fleep invite, 
She laſt remains, when ev'ry gueſt is gone, 
Sits on the bed he preſs'd, ard byhs aiunc; 
Abſent, her abſent hero ſees and hears; 
Or in her. boſum young Aſcanius bears: 
And ſecks the father's image in the child, 
If love by likeneſs might be fo beguil'd. 

Meantime the riſing touꝰ rs are at a ſtand; 
No labours exerciſe the youthful band : 
Nor uſe of arts, nor toils of arms they know; 
The mole is left unfiniſb'd to the ſoe. 
The mounds, the works, the walls, neglected lie, 
Short of their promis'd height that ſeen.'d to threat 

the ſky. 
But when imperial Juno, from above, 
2w Dido fetter'd in the chains of love; 

t wich the venom which her veins inflan'd, 
And by no ſenſe cf ſheme to be recluin'd; 
Vit ſoothing words to Venus the begun, 
High praifes, envicfs honours you have won, 
And mighty trophics vii your worthy ſun: 
Two gous a fly woman have undone. 
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Nor am I ignorant, you both ſuſpect 

This riſing city, which my hands erect: | 
But ſhall celeſtial diſcord never ceaſe? | 
TTis better ended in a laſting peace. 

You ſtand poſſeſsꝰd of all your ſoul defir'd; 

Poor Dido with conſuming love is fir'd: 

Your Trojan with my Tyrian let us join, 

So Dido ſhall be yours, Æneas mine: 5 
One common kingdom, one united line. 

Eliza ſhall a Dardan lord obey, 

And lofty Carthage for a dow'r convey. 

Then Venus, who her hidden fraud deſcry'd, ? 
(Which would the ſceptre of the world miſguide 
To Libyan ſhores), thus artfully reply'd : 2 | 
Who but a fool wou'd wars with Juno chuſe, | 
And ſuch alliance, and ſuch gifts refuſe ? | 
If Fortune with our joint deſires comply: 

The doubt is all from Jove and defliny ; 

Leſt he forbid with abſolute command, 

To mix the people in one comman land. 

Or will the Trojan and the Ty1ian line, 

In laſting leagues, erd ſure ſucceſſion join? 

But you, the partner of his bed and throne, 

May move his mind; my withes are your own. 
Mine, ſaid imperial Juno, be the care; : 


Time urges, now, to perſect this aſſair: 
Attend my counſel, and the ſecret ſhare. 
When next the ſun his riſing light diſplays, 
And gilds the world below with purple rays; 
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"The queen, Fneas, and the Tyrian court, 
Shall to the ſhady woods for ſilvan game reſort. 
| There, while the huntſmen pitch their toils around, 
| And cheerful horns from ſide to fide reſound ; 
A pitchy cloud ſhall cover all the plain 
| With hail, and thunder, and tempeſtuous rain: 
| 
| 


The fearful train ſhall take their ſpeedy flight, | 
Diſpers'd, and all involv'd in gloomy night: 4 
One cave a grateful ſheltcr ſhall afford 
To the fair princeſs and the Trojan lord. | 
] will myſelf the bridal bed prepare, | 
If you, to bleſs the nuptials, will be there: | 
So ſhall their loves be crown'd with due delights, 
And Hymen ſhall be preſent at the rites. | 
The queen of love conſents, and cloſely ſmiles 
At her vain project, and diſcover'd uiles. 

The roſy worn was riſen from the main, | 
And horns and hounds awake the princely train : | 
They iiſue carly through the city gate, 

Where the more wakeful huntſmen ready wait, 

With nets, and toils, and darts, beſide the force 

Of Spartan dogs, and ſwift Mafiylian horſe. 

The Tyrian peers, and officers of ſtate, 

For the ſlow queen, in anti-chambers wait: 

Her lofty courſer, in the court below, 

{Who his majeſtic rider ſeems to know), 

Proud cf his purple trappings, pews the ground, 

Aud champs the golden bit; and ſpreads the foam 
around. 
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The queen at length appears: on either hand 
The brawny guards in martial order ſiand. 
A fiower'd cymar, with golden fringe, ſhe wore; 
And at her back a golden quiver bore : 
Her flowing hair a golden cau! reſtraic ; 
A golden claſp the Tyrian robe ſuſtains. 
Tnen young Aſcanius, with a ſprightly grace, 
Leads on the Trojan vouth to vicw the chace. 
But far above the reſt in beauty ſhines 
The great A:ncas, when the troop he joins : 
Like foir Apollo, when be lezves the froſt 
Of wintry Xanthas, and the Lycian coaſ! z 
Vhen to his native Delos he reforts, 
Ordains the dances, and renews the ſports : 
Where painted Scythians, mix'd with Cretan band, 
Pefore the joyful altars join thcir hands. 
Hiraiclf, on Cynthus waiking, ſces below 
Tre merry madneſs of the creed mov. 
Green wreaths of bays his length of hair inclote, 
A golden fillet binds his au ful brov s: 
His quiver ſounds: not lefs the prince is ſcen 
In wanly preſerce, or in Jofty mien. 

Now had they reach'd the hills, and ſtorm'd the 

Kat 

Of ſalvage beaſts, in dens, their laſt retrex? ; 
The cry purſues the mount gts; they hound 
From rock to rock, and keep the craggy ground: 
Quite otherwiſe the ſtags ; 2 trembling train 
In herds unſingled ſcour the duly; p'iin, , 
And à long chice in pen dic uintain. ; 


As 
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The glad Aſcanius, as his courſer guides, 
Spurs thro? the vale; and theſe and thoſe vutrides, 
His horſe's flanks and ſides are forc'd to feel 

The clenking laſh, and goring of the ſteel. 
Impaticntly he views the feeble prey, 

Viithing ſome nobler beaſt to croſs his way. 

And rather wou'd the tuſky boar attend, 

Or ſee the tawny lion downward bend. 

Meantime the gath' ring clond obſcures the ſkies : 

From pole to pole the furky lightning flics ; 

The rattiing thunders roll: znd Juno pours 

A wintry deluge dov'n, and ſounding ſhow'rs. 

The company diſpers'd, to coverts ride, 

And ſeek the homely cots, or mountain's hollow .de. 
The rapid rains, deſcerding from the hills, 

To rolling torrents raiſe the creeping rills. 

The queen and prince, as love or fortune guides, 
Onc common cavern in her boſom hides. 

Then t:rft the trembling earth the ſignal gave, 

And flaſhing fires enlighten all the cave: 

Fell from below, and Juno from above, 

And howling nymphs, were conſcious to their love. 
From this ill-omen'd hour, in time aroſe 

Debate and death, and all ſucceeding woes. 

The queen, whom ſenſe of hon ovr cou'd not move, 

Yo longer made a ſecret of her love; 

But call'd it marriage, by that ſpecious name 

To veil the crime, and ſanctify the ſhame. 

The loud report thro? Libyan cities goes; 


Fame, the great ill, from ſmall beginnings grows. 
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Swift from the firſt; and ev'ry moment brings 

New vigour to her fligiits, new pinions to her wings. 

Soon grews the pygmy to gigantic ſize; 

Her feet on earth, her forchead in the ſſ ies: 

Enrag'd againſt the gods, revengeful earth 

Produc'd her laſt of the Titsnian birth. 

Swift is her walk, more ſwift her winged haſte: 

A monſtrous phantom, horrible and vaſt; 

As mar.y plumes as raiſe her lofty flight, | 

So many piercing eyes enlarge her fight : | 

Millions of op'ning mouths to Fame belong, 

And ev'ry month is furniſh*d with a tongue; 

And round with lif'ning ears the flying plague is | 
hur g. ; 

She fills the peaceful univerſe with cries; | 

No ſlumbers ever cloſe her wakeful eyes. 

By day from lofty tuw*rs her head ſhe ſhews; 

And ſpreads through trembling crowds diſaſtrous 
news. 

With court-informers haunts, and royal ipies, 

Things done relates, not done the feigns; and mingles 
truth with lies. £ 

Talk is her bus'neſs 5 and her chief delight 

To tell of prodigies, and cauſe affright. 

She fills the people's ears with Dido's name; 

Who, loſt to honour, and the ſenſe of ſhame, 

Admits into her throne and nuptial bed 

A u and' ring gueſt, who from his country fled : 

Whole days with him ſhe paſſes in delights ; 

And waſtes in luxury lorg winter rights, 
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Forgetful of her fame, and royal truſt; 
Diſſolv'd in eaſe, abanè on'd to her luſt. 

The goddeſs widely ſpreads the loud report, 
And flies at length to King Iarbas? court. 
When firſt poſſeſs'd with this unwelcome news, 
Whom did he not of men and gods accuſe ? 
This prince, from raviſn'd Garamantis born, 
A hundred temples did with ſpoils adorn, 
In Ammon's honour, his celcſ'ial fire, 
A hundred altars fed with wakeful fire; 
And thro” his vaſt dominions prieſts ordain'd, 
Whoſe watchful care theſe holy rites maintain'd. 
The gates and columns were with garlands crown'd, 
And blood of victim beaſts enrich the ground. 

He, when he heard a fugitive cou'd move 
The Tyrian princeſs, who diſdain'd his love, 
His breaſt with fury burn'd, his eyes with fre; 
Mad with deſpair, impaticnt with deſire. 
Then on the ſacred altars pouring wine, 
He thus with pray*rs implor'd his fire divine. 
Great Jove, propitious to the Mooriſh race, 
Who feaſt on painted beds, with off *rings grace 
Thy temples, and adore thy pow”r divine 
With blood of victims, and with ſparkling wine: 
Secſt thou not this? or do we fear in vain 
Thy boaſted thunder, and thy thoughtle(s reign ? 
Do thy broad hands the forky lightnings lance ? 
Thine are the bolts, or the blind work of (hence: 
A wand'ring woman builds, within our ſlate, 
A little town, bought at an cafy rate 


| 
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She pays me homage, and my grants allow 


A narrow ſpace of Libyan lands to plough. 

Yet fcorning me, by paſſion blindiy led, 

Ants a banith'd Trojan to her bed: 

And now this other Paris, with his train 

Of conquer'd cowards, mufl in Afric reign! 
(Whom, what they are, their looks and garb conftſe; 
Their locks with oil perfum'd, their Lydian dreſs:) 
He takes the ſpoil, enjoys the princely dame; 

And I, rejected I, adore an empty name. 

His vows in haughty terms he thus preterr'd, 
And held his altars horns; the mighty thund'rer heard, 
Then caſt his cyes on Carthage, where he found 
The luſiſul pair, in lawleſs pleaſure drown'd., 

Loſt in their loves, inſenſible of ſhame, 

And both ſorgetful of their better fame. 

He calis Cyllenius; and the god attends ; 

By whom his menacing command he ſends. 

Go, mount the weſtern. winds, and cleave the ſys 
Then, wich a ſv.ift deſcent, to Carthage fly: 
There find the Trojan chief, who waſtes his days 
In ſlothful riot, and inglorious caſc ; 

Nor minds the future city, giv'n by fate; 

To him this meſſage from my mouth relate. 
Not fo fair Venus hop'd, when twice ſhe won 
Thy life with pray*rs ; nor promis'd ſuch a ſon, 
Her's was a hero, deſtin'd to command 

A martial race; and rule the Latian land. 

Vho ſhou'd his ancient line from Teucer draw; 
And on the corguer'd world impoſe the law, 
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If glory eanrot move a mind ſo mean, 
Nor future praiſe from fading pleaſure wean, 
Yet why ſhould he defraud his ſon of fame, 
And grudge the Romans their immortal name ! 
V hat ere his vain deſigns! what hopes he more, 
From his long ling'ring on a hoſlile ſhore? 
Regardleſs to redeem his honour loſt, | 
And for his race to gain th' Auſonian coaſt ! 
Bid him with ſpeed the Tyrian court forſake 
With this command the ſlumb'ring warrior wake. 

Hermes obeys; with golden pinions binds 
His flying feet, and mounts the weſtern winds; | 
And whether Oer the ſeas or earth he flies, | 
With rapid force, they bear him down the ſkies. | 
Put firſt he graſps within his awful hand, 
The mark of ſov'reign pow'r, his magic wand: 
With this he draws the ghoſts from hollow graves, 
With this he drives them down the Stygian waves z 
With this he ſeals in fleep the wakeful fight; | 
And eyes, tho? clos'd in death, reſtores to light. | 
Thus arm'd, the god begins his airy race; 
And drives the racking clouds along the liquid ſpace. 
Now ſees the tops of Atlas, as he flies; 1 
Whoſe brawny back ſupports the ſtary ſkies ; | 
Atlas, whoſe head, with piny foreſts crown'd, | 
Is beaten by the winds; with foggy vapours bound. 
Snouws hide his ſhoulders; from beneath his chin 
The founts of rolling ſtreams their race begin: 
A beard of ice on his large breaſt depends : 
Here, puis'd upon bis wings, the god deſcends : 


| 
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Then, reſted thus, he from the tow' ring height 
Plung'd cownward, with precipitated flight: 
Lights on the ſcas, and ſkims along the flood: 
As water-fowl, who ſeek their fiſhy food, 

Leſs, and yet lefs, to diſtant proſpect ſhow, 

By turns they dance aloft, and dive below : 

Like theſe, the ſteerage of his wings he p.ies, 
And near the ſurface of the water flies. 

Till having paſs'd the ſeas, and croſs'd the ſands, 
He clos'd his wings, and ſtoop'd on Libyan lands: 
Where ſhepherds once were hous'd in homely ſheds, 
Now tow'rs within the clouds advance their heads. 
Arriving there, he found the Trojan prince 

New ramparts raiſng for the town's defence: 

A purple ſcarf, with gold embroider'd o'er, 
(Queen Dido's gift), about his waiſt he wore ; 

A ſword, with glitt'ring gems diverſify'd, 

For ornament, not uſe, hung idly by his ſide. 
Then thus, with winged words, the god began; 
(Reſuming his own ſhape): Degen'rate man, 
Thou woman's property, what mak'ſt thou here, 
Theſe foreign walls, and Tyrian tow'rs to rear? 
Forgetful of thy own? All pox'rful Jove, 

Who ſways the world below, and Heay'n above, 
Has ſent me down, with this ſevere command, 
What means thy ling'ring in the Libyan land? 

If glory cannot move a mind ſo mean, 

Nor future praiſe, from flitting pleaſure wean, 
Regard the fortunes of thy riſing heir; 

The promis'd crown let young Aſcanius wear, 


To whom th' Auſonian ſcepter, and the ſtate 

Of Rome's imperial name, is ow'd by fate. 

So ſpoke the god; and ſpeaking took his flight, 

Involy'd in clouds; and vaniſh'd out of fight. 
The pious prince was ſeiz d with fudden fear; 

Mute was his tongue, and upright ſtood his hair: 

Revolving in his mind the ſtern command, 

He longs to fly, and loaths the charming land. 

What ſhou'd he ſay, or how ſhou'd he begin, 

What courſe, alas! remains to ſteer between 

Th' offended lover, and the pow*rful queen 

This way, and thaf, he turns his anxious mind, 

And all expedients tries, and none can find : 

Fix'd on the deed, but doubtful of the means ; 

After long thought to this advice he leans. 

Three chiefs he callsz commands them to repair 

The fleet, and ſhip their men with ſilent care: | 

Some plauſible pretence he bids them find, 

To colour what in ſecret he deſign'd. 

Himſelf, meantime, the ſofteſt hours wou'd chuſe, 

Before the love-ſick lady heard the news, 

And move her tender mind, by flow degrees, 

To ſuffer what the ſoy*'reign pow'r decrees: | 

Jove will inſpire him, when, and what to ſay: | 

They hear with pleaſure, and with haſte obey. 
But ſoon the queen perceives the thin diſguiſe : 

(What arts can blind a jealous woman's eyes!) 

She was the firſt to find the ſecret fraud, 

Before the fatal news was blaz'd abroad. | 
Vox. IL M | 
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T.ove, the firſt motions of the lover hears, 
Gu.Qck to prefige, and ev*r. in ſafety fears. 
Nor imp.ous Fame was wamii. to report 
The ſaips rey ir'd; the Trojans thick refort, 
And E to forſike the Tyrian court. 
Frantic with fear, impatient of the wound, 
And impotent of mind, ſhe roves the city round. 
Leſs wild the Bacchanalian dames appear, | 
When, from afar, their nightly god they hear, 
And howl about the kills, and ſake the wreathy 
: ſpear. 
At length ſhe finds the dear perñdious man 
Prevents his form'd excuſe, and thus began. 
Baſe and ungrateſul, cou'd you hope to fly, 
And undiſcover'd ' ſcape a lover's eye! 
Nor cou'd my kindneſs your compaſuon move, 
Nor plighted vows, nor Qerrer bands of love! 
Or is the death of a Ceff. iring queen 
Not worth preventing. tho' too we!l foreſeen? 
Evn when the wintry winds command your ſtay, 
You dare the temprſt, and defy the ſea. 
Falſe, as you are, ſurroſe you were not bound 
To lands unknown, and foreign coaſts to ſeund 
V..cre Troy reſtor*', and Priam's hi ppy rc:ign, 
Now, durſt you tempt ſor Troy the raging main? 
See. whom you fly; am I the foe you ſhun? 
Now, by thoſe holy vows, fo late begun, 
By this right hand, (ſince I have nothivg more 
To challenge, but the fich you gave before); 
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I beg you by theſe tears too truly thed, 

By the new pleatures of our nuptial bed; 

If ever Dido, when youu moſt were kd, 

Were picaling, in ye eyes, or touch'd your mind; 
By theſe my pray'rs, if pray rs may yct have place, 
Pity the furtunes of a ialling race. 

For you I have provok'd a tyrant's hate; 

Incens'd the Libyan, and the Tyrian Late; 

For you alone I ſvifcr in my fame; 

Bereft of bunour, and expos'd to ſhame: 

Whom have I now to truſt, (ungratcful gueſi) 
That only name remains of all the re{\! 

What have I left, or whither can I fly? 

Muſt 1 attend Pygmalion's cruelty ! 

Or till Iarbas ſhall in triumph lead 

A queen, that proudly ſcorn'd his profer'd bed! 
Had you deferr'd, at leaſt, you haſty kight, 

Ard left behind ſome pledge of our delight, » 
Some babe, to bleſo the mother's mournful ſight; 
Some young ncas to ſupply your place, 

Whoſe features might-expreſs his father's face; 

J ſhould not then complain to live bereft 

Of all my huſband, or be wholly lef. 

Here paus'd the quecr; unmoy*d he holes ig eyes +, 
By Jove's command; nor ſutfer'd love to rite, ( 
Though heaving in his heart; ard thus at length _ 

109.778, — 
Fair quecn, on never cen enough repeat 
Your bound tavenrs; or 1 owu my debt; 
M 2 
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Nor can my mind forget Eliza's name, 

While vital breath inſrir-s this mortal frame. 

This only let me ſpcak in my defenc:, 

I never hop'd a ſecret flight from hence ; 

Much leſs pretended to the lawful claim 

Of ſacred nuptials, or a huſband's name. 

For if indulgent heav'n would leave me free, 
And not ſubmit my life to fate's decree, 

My choice would lead me to the Trojan ſhore, 
Thoſe relics to review, their duſt adore ; 5 
And Priam's ruin'd palace to reſtore. 

But now the Delphian oracle commands, 

And fate invites me to the Latian lands. 

That is the promis'd place to which I ſteer, 
And all my vows are terminated there. 

If you, a Tyrian, and a ſtranger born, 

With walls and tow'rs a Libyan town adorn ; 
Why may not we, like you, a foreign race, 

Like you ſeek ſhelter in a foreign place ? 

As often as the night obſcures the ſkies 

With humid ſhades, or twinkling ſtars ariſe, 
Anchiſes' angry ghoſt in dreams appears, 
Chides my delay, and fills my ſoul wich fears; 
And young Aſcanius juſtly may complain, 

Of his defrauded fate, and deſtin'd reign. 

Ev'n now the herald of the gods appear'd, 

Waking I ſaw him, and his meſſage heard ; 
From Jove he came commiſſion'd, heav'nly bright 
With radiant beams, and manifeſt to ſight, 
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The ſender and the ſent I both atteſt, 

"Theſe walls he enter'd, and thoſe words expreſt'd. 
Fair queen, oppoſe not what the gods command; 
Forc'd by my fate, 1 leave your happy land. 

Thus while he ſpake, already ſhe began 

With ſparkling eyes to view the guilty man; 
From head to foot ſurvey'd his perſon Oer, 

No longer theſe outrageous threats forvore. 

Falſe as thou art, and more than falſe, forſworr. ; 
Not ſprung from noble blood, nor goddeſs-born, 
Eat hewn from harden'd entraj's of a rock; 

And rough Hyrcanian tigers gave thee ſuck. 

hy ſhou'd 1 fawn? what have I worſe to fear? p 
Did he once look, or lent a liſt'ning ear; 

Sigh'd when I ſob'd, or ſhed one kincly tear? 5 
All ſymptoms of a baſe ungrateful mind, 

5% forl, that which is worſe *cis hard to fnd, 

Of man's injuſtice why ſhou'd I comp! in ? 

The gods and Jove himſelf bchold in vain 
Triumphant trezſon, yet no thunder flies: Þ 
Nor Juno views my wrongs with equal eyes; 0 
Faithleſs is earth, and Faithleſs are the fl. ics 2 
Juſtice is fled, and truth is now no more; 

I ſay'd the ſhipwreck'd exile on my ſhore: 

With needful food his hungry Trojans fed : 

] took the traitur to my throne and bed; 

Fool that I was——tis little to repeat 

The reſt, I ſtor'd and rigg'd his ruin'd fleet, 

I rave, I rave: a god's command ke pleads, 

And makes hcay'u acceſſary to his deeds. 
| M 3 
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Now Lycian lots, and now the Delian god ; 
Now Hermes is employ'd from Jove's abode, 
To warn him hence; as if the peaceful ſtate 
Of heav'nly pow'rs were touch'd with human fate! 
But go; thy flight no longer I detain 
Go ſeek thy promis'd kingdom through the main; 
Yet if the heav'ns will hear my pious vow, 
The faithleſs waves, not half ſo falſe as thou, 
Or ſecret ſands, ſhall ſepulchres afford 
To thy proud veſſels, and their perjur'd lord. 
Then ſhalt thou call on injur'd Dido's name : 
Dido ſhall come, in a black ſulphry flame; L 
hen death has once diſſolv'd ber mortal frame. 5 
Shall ſmile to ſee the traitor vainly weep, 
Her angry ghoſt ariſing from the deep, e 
Shall haunt thee waking, and diſturb thy ſleep. 9 
At leaſt my ſhade thy puniſhment ſhall know, 
And fame ſhall ſpread the pleaſing news below. 
Abruptly here ſhe ſtops : then turns away 
Her loathing eyes, and ſhuns the ſight of day. 
Amaz'd he ſtood, revolving in his mind 
What ſpeech to frame, and what excuſe to find. 
Her fearfal maids their fainting miſtreſs led; 
And foftly laid her on her iv'ry bed. 
But good Fncas, though he much deſir'd 
To give that pity which her grief requir'd, 
Tho? much he mourn'd and labour'd with his love, 
Reſolv'd at length, obeys the will of Jove: 
Reviews his forces; they with early care 
Unmoor thgir veſſels, and for ſea pregate, 
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The fleet is ſoon afloat, in all its pride; 
And well-caulk'd gallies in the harbour ride. 
Then oaks for oars they felPd ; or, as they ſtood, 
Of its green arms deſpoil'd the growing wood. 
Studious of flight : the beach is cover'd o'er 
With Trojan bands, that blacken all the ſhore : 
On ev'ry fide are ſeen, deſcending down, 
Thick fwarms of ſoldiers loaden from the town. 
Thus, in battalia, march embodied ants, 
Fearful of winter, and of future wants, 
T” invade the corn, and. to their cells convey 
The plunder'd forage of their yellow prey. 
The ſable troops, along the narrow tracks, 
Scarce bear the weighty burden on their backs 
Some ſet their ſhoulders to the pond'rous grain; 
Some guard the ſpoil, ſome laſh the laggirg train; : 
All ply their ſev'ral taſks, and equal toil ſuſtain. 
What pangs the tender breaſt of Dido tore, 
When, from the tow'r, ſhe ſaw the cover'd ſhore, 
And heard the ſhouts of Gilors from afar, 
Mix'd with the murmurs of the watry war ? 
All- pow'rful love, what charges canſt thou cauſe 
In human hearts, ſubjected to thy laws! 
Once more her haughty ſoul the tyrant bends z 
To pray'rs and mean ſubmiſſions ſhe deſcends. 
No female arts or aids ſhe left untry'd, 
Nor counſels unexplor'd, before ſhe died. 
Look, Anna, look; the Trojans crowd to ſea, 
They ſpread their canvaſs, and their anchors weigh. 
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The outing crew their ſhips with garlands bind, 
Invoke the *c2-gods, and invite the wind. 


Could 1 have thought this threat'ning blow ſo near, 


My tender ſoul had been forewarn'd to bear. 
But do not you my laſt requeſt deny, 

With yon per ſiqious man your int'reſt try; 
And brirg me neus if I muſt live or die. 

You are his fav'rite, you alone can find 

The dark receſſes of his inmoit mind: 

In all his truſty ſcerets you have part, 

And znow the ſoft approaches to his heart, 
Waſte then, and humbly ſeek my haughty foe ; 
Tell him, I did not with the Grecians go; 
Nor did my fleet again ſt his friends employ, 
Nor ſwore the tuin of unhappy Troy. 

Nor mov'd with hands profane his father's duſt ; 
Why ſhou'd he then rejecꝭ a fit ſo juſt ! 
Vhom does he ſhun, and ulither wou'd he fly? 
Can he this laſt, this only prayer deny! 

Let him at leaſt his dang'rous flight delay, 
Wait better winds, and hope a calmer ſea. 
The nuptials he diſclaims, I urge no more; 
Let him purſue the promis'd Latian ſhore. 

A ſhort delay is all I aſx him now; 

A pauſe of grief, an interval from wo: 

Till my ſoft ſoul be temper* to ſuſtain 
Accuſtom'd ſorrows, and ir ud to pain. 

If you in pity grant this one requeſt, 
y death ſhall giut the hatrec of his breaſt, 
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This mournful meſſage pious Anna bears, 
And ſeconds, with her own, her ſiſter's tears: 
But all her arts are ſtill employ'd in vain ; 
Again ſhe comes, and is refus'd again. 
His harden'd heart nor pray*rs nor threat'nings movye; 
Fate, and the god, had ſtop'd his ears to love. 
As when the winds their airy quarrel try; 
Juſtling Trom ev'ry quarter of the ſky ; 
This way and that, the mountain oak they bend, 
His boughs they ſhatter, and his branches rend; 
With leaves and falling maſt, they ſpread the — 
The hollow vallies echo to the ſound: 
Unmoy'd, the royal plant their fury mocks; 
Or, ſhaken, clings more cloſely to the rocks : 
Far as he ſhoots his tow'ring head on high, 
So deep in earth his fix'd foundations ly: 
No leſs a ſtorm the Trojan hero bears ; 
Thick meſſages and loud complaints he hears ; 5 
And bandy'd words ſtill beating on his ears. 
Sighs, groans, and tears, proclaim his inward pains, 
But the firm purpoſe of his heart remains. 
The wretched queen, purſu'd by cruel fate, 
Begins at length the light of heav'n to hate: 
And loaths to live: then dire portents ſhe ſees, 
To haſten on the death her ſoul decrees, 
Strange to relate: for when before the ſhrine 
She pours, in ſacrifice, the purple wine, 
The purple wine is turn'd to putrid blood : 
And the white offer'd milk converts to mud. 
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This dire preſage, to her alone reveal'd, 

From all, and ev'n her ſiſter, ſhe conc: al'd. 

A marbie temple fiood within the grove, 

Sacred to death, and to her murder'd iovc; 
That honour'd charel che had furg around 
With ſnowy flecces, and with garlands crown'd:; 
Oft, when ſhe viſtcd this lonely dome, 

Strange voices ifſu'd from her huſband's tomb: 
She thought ſhe heard him ſummon her away; 
Invite her to his grave; end chide her ſtay. 
Hourly *tis heard, when with a boding note 
The ſolitary ſcreech- owl ſtrains his throat: 

And on a chimney's top, or turret's h-ight, 
With ſongs obſcene diſturbs the ſilence of the night. 
Beſides, old prophecies augment her fears; 
Ard ſtern Xneas in her dreams appears, 
Diſdainful as by day: ſhe ſeems alone 

To wander, in her ſleep, thro' ways unknown, 
Guideleſs and dark: or, in a deſert plain, 

| To ſeek her ſubjects, and to ſeek in vain. 

| Like Pentheus, when diſtracte q with his fear, 
He ſaw two ſuns, and double Thebes appear: 
Or mad Oreſtes, when his mother's ghoſt 

Full in his face infernal torches toſt; 


| Ard thook her ſnaky locks: he ſhuns the ſight, p 
| Flies o'er the ſtage, ſurpris'd with mortal ſright; 

| The furies guard the door, and intercept his flight. 3 
| Now, firking vndcrnezth a load of grief, 


| From death alone ſhe ſecks her laſt relief: 
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The time and means reſolv'd within her breaſt, 
She to her mournful ſiſter thus addrefs'd. 
(DiTembling hope, her cloudy front ſhe clears, 
An.] a falſe vigour in her eyes appears). 
Rejoice, ſhe ſaid, inſtructed from above, 

My lover I ſhall gain, or loſe my love. 

Nigh riſing Atlas, next the ſalling ſun, 

Long tracts of Xthiopian climates run: 

There, a Maſſylian prieſteſs I have found, 
Honour'd for age, for magic arts renown'd; 
Th' Hefperian temple was her truſted care; 
*Twas ſhe ſupply'd the wakeful Dragon's fare. 
She poppy · ſeeds in honey taught to ſteep z 
Reclaim'd his rage, and ſooth'd him into ſleep. 
She watch'd the golden fruit; her charms unbind 
The chaius of love; or fix them on the mind. 
She ſtops the torrents, leaves the channel dry; 
Repels the ſtars, and backward bears the ſky. 
The yawning carth rebellows to her call; 

Pale ghoſts aſcend ; and mountain aſhes fall. 
Witneſs, ye gods, and thou my better part, 
How loath I am to try this impicus art! 
Within the ſecret court, with ſilent care, 

Erect a lofty pile, expos'd in air: 

Hang, on the topmoſt part the Trojan veſt; 
Spoi's, arms, and preſents of my faithleſs gueſt, 
Next, under theſe, the bridal bed be plac'd, 
Where I my ruin in his arms embrac'd : 

All relics of the wretch rc doom'd to fires 
Tor ſo the prieſleſs and her charms require. 
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Thus far ſhe ſaid, and farther ſpeech forbears; 
A mortal paleneſs in her face appears: 
Yet the miſtruſtleſs Ann could not find 
The ſecret fun'ral in theſe rites deſign'd ; 5 
Nor thought ſo dire a rage poſſeſs'd her mind. 
Unknowing of a train, conceal'd ſo well, 
She fear'd no worſe than when Sicheus fell : 
Therefore obeys. The fatal pile they rear, 
Within the ſecret court, expos'd in air. 
The cloven holms and pines are heap'd on high; 
And garlands on the hollow ſpaces ly. 
Sad cypreſs, vervain, yew, compoſe the wreath 
And ey'ry baleful green denoting death. 
The queen, determin'd to the fatal deed, 
The ſpoils and fword he left in order ſpread: 6 
And the man's image on the nuptial bed. 

And now (the ſacred altars plac'd around) 
The prieſteſs enters, with her hair unbound, 
And thrice invokes the pow'rs below the ground. 
Night, Erebus, and Chaos ſhe proclaims, 
And threefold Hecat, with her hundred names, 
And three Dianas: next ſhe ſprinkles round, 
With feign'd Avernian drops, the hallow'd ground ; 
Culls hoary ſimples, found by Pheebe*s light, 
With brazen ſickles reap'd at noon of night. 
Then mixes baleful juices in the bowl; 
And cuts the forchead of a new-born foal : 
Robbing the mother's love. The deſtin'd queen 
Obſer ves, aſſiſting at the rites obſcene ; 
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A leaven'd cake in her deyoted hands | 

She holds, and next the higheſt altar ſtands : 

One tender foot was ſlod, her other bare; 

Girt was her gather'd gown, and looſe her hair. 

Thus dreſs'd, ſhe ſummonꝰ d with her dying breath 

The heav'ns and planets conſcious of her death; 

And cy'ry pow'r, if any rules above, 

Who minds or who revenges injur'd love. 
Tu as dead of night, when weary bodies cloſe 

Their eyes in balmy fleep, and ſoft repoſe : 

The winds no longer whiſper thro* the woods, 

Mor murm'ring tides diſturb the gentle floods. 

The ſtars in ſilent order mov'd around, 

And peace, with downy wings, was brooding on the 


ground. 
The flocks and herds, and party-colour'd fowl, 
Which haunt the woods, or ſr/im the weedy pool; 
Stretch'd on the quiet earth ſecurely lay, 
Forgetting the paſt labours of the day. 
All ciſe of nature's common gift partak= ; 
Unhappy Dido was alone awake. 
Nor fleep nor eaſe the furious queen can find ; 
Sleep fled her eyes, as quict fled her mind. 
Deſpair, and rage, and love, divide her heart : 
Deſpair and rage had ſome, but love the greater part. 
Then thus ſhe ſaid within her ſecret mind: 
What ſhall 1 do! what ſuccour can I find! 
Become a ſuppliant to Iarbas” pride, 
And take my turn, to court and be deny'd! 
Veit I. N 
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Shall I with this ungrate ful Trojan go, 
Forſake an empire, and attend a foc? 
Himſelf I refug'd, and his train reliey'd; 
Tis true: but am 1 ſure to be receiv'd? 
Can gratitude in Trojan ſouls have place! 
Laomedon ſtill lives in all his race ! 
Then, ſhall I ſeek alone the churliſh crew, 
And with my fleet their flying ſails purſue ? | 
What force have I but thoſe, whom ſcarce before 
I drew reluctant from their native ſhore? 
Will they again embark at my deſire, 
Once more ſuſtain the ſeas, and quit their ſecond 
Tyre? 

Rather with ſteel thy guilty breaſt invade, 
And take the fortune thou thyſelf haſt made. 
Your pity, ſiſter, firſt ſeduc'd my mind; 
Or ſeconded too well what I deſign'd. 
Theſe dear-bought pleaſures had I never known, 
Had I continu'd free, and ſtill my own; 
Avoiding love, I had not found deſpair ; 
But ſhar'd with ſalvage beaſts the common air : 
Like them a lonely life I might have led, 
Not mourn'd the living, nor diſturb'd the dead. 
The thoughts ſhe brooded in her anxious breaſt; 
On board, the Trojan found more eaſy reſt. 
Reſolv'd to ſail, ip fleep he paſs'd the night ; 
And order'd all things for his early flight. 

To whom once more the winged god appears: 2 
His former youthful mien and ſhape he wears, 
And with this new alarm in vades his ears: 8 
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Sleep'ſt thou, O god ei- born! and canꝰſt thou drown 

Thy need ful cares, ſo near a hoſtile town? 

Beſzt with foes : nor hear'ſt the weſlern gales 

Invite thy paſſage, and inſpire thy fails? 

She harbours in her heart a furious hate; 

And thou ſhalt find the dire eſſects too late; 

Fi d on revenge, and obſtinate to die: 

Haſte ſwiftly hence, while thou haſt pow'r to fly. 

The ſea with ſhips will ſoon be cover'd o'er, 

And blazing firebrznds kindle all the ſhore. 

Prevent her rage, while night obſcures the ies; 

And ſail bcfore the purple morn ariſe. 

Who knows what hazards thy delay may bring? 

Woman's a various and a changeful thing, 

Thus Hermes in the dream; then took his flight, 

Aloft in air unſeen; and mix'd with night. 
Twice warn'd by the celeſtial meſſenger, 

The pious prince aroſe with haſty fear: 

Then rous'd his drowſy train without delay, 2 


Haſte to your banks; your crooked anchors wcigh; > 

And ſpread your flying fails, and ſtand to ſca. 

A god commands; he ſtood before my ſight; 

And urg'd us once 7gain to ſpeedy flight. 

O ſacred pow'r, what pow'r ſoc' er thou art, 

To thy bleſs'd orders I reſign my heart: 

Lead thou the way; protect thy Trojan bands; 

Ard proſper the deſign thy will commands. 

He ſaid, and drawing forth his flaming ſword, 

His chund' ring arm divides the many twiſted cord: 
N 2 
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An emulating zeal inſpires his train; 
They run, they ſnatch; they ruſh into the main. 
With headlong haſte they leave the deſert ſhores, 
And bruſh the liquid ſeas with lab'ring oars. 
Aurora now had left her ſaffron bed, | 
And beams of early light the heav'ns o' erſpread, 
When from a tow'r tae queen, with wakeful eyes, 
Saw day point upward from the roſy ſkies : 
| She look'd to ſeaward, but the ſea was void, 
And ſcarce in ken the ſailing ſhips deſcry'd : 
Stung with deſpite, and furious with icfpair, 
She ſtruck her trembling breaſt, and tore her hair. 
And ſhall th* ungrateful traitor go, ſhe ſaid, 
My land forſaken, and my love betray'd? 
| Shall we not arm, not ruſh from ev'ry ſtreet, 
| To follow, ſnk, and burn his perjur'd fleet? 
Haſte, haul my gallies out, purſue the foe : 
Bring flaming brands, ſet ſail, and ſwiftly row. 
| What have I ſaid? Where am I? Fury turns 
| My brain; and my diſtemper'd boſom burns. 
Then, when I gave my perſon and my throne, 
This hate, this rage, had been more timely ſhown. 
| See now the promis'd faith, the vaunted name, 
| The pious man, who, ruſhing through the flame, 
| Preſerv*d his gods, and to the Phrygian ſhore 
| The burden of his feeble father bore ! 
| I ſhou'd have torn him piecemeal; ſtrow'd in floods 
| His ſcatter'd limbs, or left expos'd in woods: 
| Deſtroy'd his friends and ſon; and from the fire 
Have (et the reckiag boy before the fire. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Events are doubtful, which on battles wait; 
Yet where's the doubt, to ſouls ſecure of fate ! 
My Tyrians, at their injur'd queen's command, 
Had toſs d their fires amid the Trojan band: 

At once extinguiſh'd all the faithleſs name; 
And I myſelf, in vengeance of my ſhame, 


Had fall'n upon the pile, to mend the fun'ral flame. 


Thou ſun, who view'ſt at once the world below, 
Thou Juno, guardian of the nuptial yow, 

Thou Hecat, hearken from thy dark abodes ; 

Ye furies, Gends, and violated gods, 

All pow'rs invok'd with Dido's dying breath, 
Attend her curſes, and avenge her death. 

If fo the fates ordain, and Jove commands, 
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Th ungrateful wretch ſbou'd find the Latian lands. 


Yet let a race untam'd, and haughty foes, 

His peaceful entrance with dire arms oppoſe; 

Oppreſs'd with numbers in th' unequal ficld, 

His men diſcourag'd, and himſelf expell'd, 

Let him for ſuccour ſuc from place to place, 

Torn from his ſubjects, and his ſon's embrace: 

Firſt let him ſce his friends in battle lain 

And their untimely fate lament in vain: 

And when, at length, the cruel war ſhall ceaſe, 

On hard conditions may he buy his peace. 

Nor let him then enjoy ſupreme command 

But fall untimely by ſome hoſtile hand ; 

And lie unbury'd on the barren ſand. 

Theſe are my pray'rs, and this my dying wil! : 

And you, my Tyrians, ev'ry curſe fulfil. 
N 3 
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Perpetual hat-, znd morta! wars proclaim, 

Againſt the prince, the people, and the name. 
Theſe grateful off rings on my grave beſtow ; 
Nor league, nor love, the hoſtile nations know: 
Now, and from hence in ev'ry future ag”, 


When rage excites your arms, and ſtrength ſupplies 


the rage: 

Riſe ſome aver.ger of our Libyen blood, 
With fire and ſword purſue the pcrjur'd brood : 
Our rms, our ſeas, our ſhores oppos'd to theirs, 
And the ſame hate deſcend on all our hers. 

This ſaid, within her anxious mind ſhe weighs 
The means of cutting ſhort her ociors days. 
Then to Sicheus* nurſe ſhe briefly GJ, 
For when ſhe left her country her's was dead), 
Go, Barce, call my ſiſter; let her care 
The ſol-mn rites of ſacrifice prepare: 
The iheep, and all tu“ at»1ing off' rings bring, 


Sprink ling her body from the cryſtal ſpring 


With living drops: then let her come, and thou 

With ſacred fillets bind thy hoary brow. 

Thus will I pay my vows to Stygian Jove, 

And end tie cares of my diſaſtrous love. 

Ther caſt the Trojan image on the fire; 

And, as that burns, my paſſion ſhall cxpire. 
The nurſe moves onward, with off cious care, 

And ell the ſpeed her aged limbs can bear. 

Put furicus Dido, with dark thoughts involy'd, 

Shook at the mighty miſchief ſhe reſolv'd. 

With livid fpots diflinguiſh'd was her face, 

Red were her 2 eyes, and * her pace: 
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Ghaſtly ſhe gaz d, with pain ſhe drew her breath, 
And nature ſhiver'd at approaching death. 

Then ſwiftly to the fatal place ſhe paſs'd ; 
And mounts the fur'ral pile with furious haſte: 
Unſheaths the ſword the Trojan left behind ; 
(Not for ſo dire an enterprize deſign'd): 
But when ſhe view'd the garments looſely ſpread 
Which once he wore, and ſaw the conſcious bed, 
She paus'd, and with a ſigh the robes embrac'd ; 
Then on the couch her trembling body caſt, 8 
Repreſo'd the ready tears, and ſpoke her laſt. 
Lear pledges of my love, while heav'n ſo pleas'd, 
Receive a ſoul, of mortal angniſh eas'd ; 
My fatal courſe is finiſh'd, and 1 go 
A gloribus name, am«ng the ghoſts below. 
A lofty city by my hands is rais'd 
Pygmalion puniſh'd, and my lord appeas'd. 
What cou'd my fortune have atforded more, 
Had the falſe Trojan never touch'd my ſhore ? 
Then kiſs'd the couch: And muſt I dic! ſhe ſaid; 
And unreveng'd? 'tis doubly to be dead! 
Yet ev'n this death with pleaſure I receive; 
On any terms, tis better than to live. 
Theſe flames, fron: far, me the falſe Trojan view; 
Theſe boding omens his baſe flięb: purſue, 
She ſaid, and ſtruck: deep enter'd in lier fide 
The piercing ſteel, with reeking purple dy'd: 
Clogg'd in the wound the cruel weapon ſtands z 
The ſpouting blood came ſtreaming on her hands. 
Fer ſad attendants ſaw the deadly ſtroke, 
And with loud crics the ſounding palace ſhook. 


* 
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| Diſtrafted, from the fatal Gght they fled; 

| And through the town the diſmal rumour ſpread. 
Firſt from the frighted court the yell began, 
Redoubled thence from houſe to houſe it ran : 

The groans of men, with ſhrieks, laments, and cries 
Of mixing women, mount the vaulted ſkies. 

Not leſs the clamour, than if ancient Tyre, 

Or the new Carthage, ſet by foes on fire, 

The rolling ruin, with their loy'd abodes, 

| In volv'd the blazing temples of their gods. 

Her ſiſter hears, and, furious with deſpair, 

| She beats her breaſt, and rends ber yellow hair : 
And calling on Eliza's name aloud, 

Runs breathleſs to the place, and breaks the crowd. 
Was all that pomp of wo for this prepar'd, 

Theſe fires, this fun'ral pile, theſe altars rear'd? 
Was all this train of plots contriv'd, ſaid ſhe, 

All only to deceive unhappy me? 
Which is the worſt? didſt thou in death pretend 
To ſcorn thy ſiſter, or delude thy friend ! 

| Thy ſummor'd ſiſter, and thy friend had come; 
One ſword had ſerv'd us both, one common tomb. 
| Was I to raiſe the pile, the pow'rs invoke, 

Not to be preſent at the fatal ſtroke? - 
At once thou haſt deſtroy'd thyſelf and me; 

Thy town, thy ſenate, and thy colony! 

Bring water, bathe the wound; while I in death 
Lay cloſe my lips to her's, and catch the flying breath. 
This ſaid, ſhe mounts the pile with eager haſte ; 
And in her arms the gaſping queen embrac'd: 
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Her temples chaf' d; and her own garments tore 
To {ranch the ſtreaming blood, and cleanſe the gore. 
In: ĩce Dido try'd to raiſe her drooping head, 

And fainting thrice, fell grov'ling on the bed. 
Thrice op'd her heavy eyes, and ſought the light, 
But, having found it, ſicken'd at the ſight ; 5 
And clos'd her lids at laſt in endleſs night. 

Then Juno, grieving that ſhe ſhould ſuſtain 

A death ſo ling' ring, and ſo full of pain; 

Sent iris down, tc free her from the {rife 

Of lab'ring nature, and diſſolve her life. 

For ſince ſhe died, not doom'd by heav'n's dceree, 
Or her own crime; but haman caſualty, 

And rage of love, that plung'd her in deſpair, 
The ſiſters had not cut the topmoſt hair, 

Which Proſerpine and they can oniy know; 

Nor made ker ſacred to the ſhades below. 
Downward the various godd i tock her ffęht; 
And drew a thouſand colours from the light; 
Then ſtood above the dying lover's head, 

And ſaid, I thus devote thee to the dead. 

This off*ring to th' infernal gods I bear. 

Thus while ſhe ſpoke, ſhe cut the fatal hair; 
The ſtruggling ſoul was loos'd, and life diſſoly'd 

m ar, 


BOOK V. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


NEAS ſetting ſail from A*ric, is driven by 

a ſierm on the coaſt of Sicily : where be is hoſ- 
pitably received by bis friend Aceſies, king of part 
of the iſland, and horn of Trojan parentage. He ap- 
plies himſelf to celebrate the memory of his father 
with divine honours : and accordingly inſtitutes fu- 
neral games, and appoints prizes for thoſe who ſhould 
conquer in them. While the ceremonies were der- 
forming, Juno ſends Iris to perſuade the Trajan 
women to burn the ſhips, who upon her inſtigation 
ſet fire to them, which burn four, and would have 
conſumed the reſt, bad not Jupiter by a miracu..:'s 
feower extinguiſhed it. Upon this FEneas, by the 
ad vice of one of his generals, and a viſion of bis 
father, builds a city for the women, old men, and 
others, who were either unfit for war, or weary of 
the voyage, and ſails for Italy : Venus procures of 
Neptune a ſafe voyage for him and all bis men, ex- 
ceptins only bis pilot Paliaurus, wha ts unfortu- 
nately 1:7. 


THE FIFTH BOOK 


OF THE 
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52 the Trojan cuts his watry way, 
Fix'd on his voyage, thro' the curling ſea: 
Then, caſting back his eyes, with dire amaze, 
Sces on the Punic ſhore the mounting blaze. 
The cauſe unknown; yet his preſaging mind, 2 
The fate of Dido from the fire divin'd : 
Fe knew the ſtormy ſouls of woman- kind; 
V hat ſecrct ſprings the ir eager paſſions move, 
| How capable of death for injur'd love. 
- Dire auguries from hence the Trojans draw; 
. Till neither fires nor ſhining ſhores they ſaw. 
Now ſeas and {kies their proſpect only bound; 
An empty ſpace above, a floating field around. 
But ſoon the heav'ns with ſhadows were o'cripread; 
A ſwelling cloud hung hov'ring o'er their head: 
Livid it look'd, (the threat'ning of a ſtorm) ; 
Then night and horror ocean's face deform. 
The pilot, Palinurus, cry'd aloud, | 
What guſts of weather from that gath'ring cloud 
Vor. U. 0 | 
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My thoughts preſage ! ere yet the tempeſt roars 

Stand to your tackle, mates, and ſtretch your oars; 

Contract your ſwelling fails, and luff to wind: 

The frighted crew perform the taſk aſſign'd. 

Then to his fearleſs chief, Not heav'n, ſaid he, py 
> 


Though Jove himſelf ſhould promiſe Italy, 

Can ſtem the torrent of this raging ſea. 

Mark how the ſhifting winds from weſt ariſe, 

And what collected night involves the ſkies ! 

Nor can our ſhaken veſſels live at ſea, 

Much leſs againſt the tempeſt force their way; 5 
"Tis fate diverts our courſe; and fate we muſt obe y. 
Not far from hence, if I obſerv'd aright 

The ſouthing of the ſtars, and polar light, 

Sicilia lies; whoſe hoſpitable ſhores 

In ſafety we may reach with ſtruggling oars 
Aneas then reply'd, Too ſure I find, 

We ſtrive in vain againſt the ſeas and wind: 

| Now ſhift your fails: what place can pleaſe me more 
1 Than what you promiſe, the Sicilian ſhore ; 

\ Whoſe hallow'd earth Anchiſes' bones contains, 

0 And where a prince of Trojan lineage reigns ? 

| | The courſe reſolv'd, before the weſtern wind 

j They ſcud amain z and make the port aflign'd. 

L Meantime Aceſtos, from a lofty ſtand, 

Beheld the flect deſcending on the land; 

And not unmindful of his ancient race, N 
Down from the cliff he ran with eager pace; 

And held the hero in a ſtrict embrace. d) 
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Of a rough Libyan bear the ſpoils he wore 
And either hand a pointed jav'lin bore. 

His mother was a dame of Dardan blood; 
His fire Criniſus, a Sicilian flood: 

He welcomes his returning friends aſhore, 


Wich plenteous country cates, and homely ſtore. 
Now, when the following morn had chas'd away 


The flying ſtars, and light reſtor'd the day, 

A neas call'd the Trojan troops around 

And thus beſpoke them from a riliuvg ground. 
Offspring of heav'n, divine Dardanian race, 
The ſun revolvirg thro? th? ethereal ſpace, 
The ſhining circle of the yeer has fill'd, 

Since firſt this iſle my father's aſties held: 
And now the riſing day renews the year, 

(A day for ever ſad, for ever dear), 

This wou'd I celebrate with annual games, 
With gifts on a:tars piPd, and holy flames, 
Tho? baniſh'd to Geculia's barren ſands, 
Caught on the Grecian ſeas, or hoſtile lands: 
But ſince this happy ſtorm our fleet has driv'n 
(Not, as 1 deem, without the will of heav'n) 
Upon theſe friendly ſhores and flow'ry plains, 
Which hide Anchiſes, and his bleſt remains; 
Let us with joy per form his honours due, 


And pray for prcip'rous winds, our voyage to renew. 


Pray, that in touns and temples of our own, 
The neme of great Auchiſes may be known ; 


And yearly games may ſpread the god's renown. 9 
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Our ſports, Aceſtes, of the Trojan race, 


With royal gifts ordain'd, is pleas'd to grace: 


Two ſteers on ev'ry ſhip the king beſtows ; 
Tlis gods and ours ſha!! ſhare your equal vows. 
Beſides, if nine days hence the roſy morn 
Shall with unclouded licht the ſkies adorn, 
That day with ſolemn ſports I mean to grace; 
Light gallies on the ſeos ſhall run a watry race. 
Some ſhall in ſwiftnc ſs for the goal contend, 
And others try the twanging bow to bend : 
The ſtrong with iron gauntlets arm'd ſhall land, 
Oppos'd in combat on the yellow ſand. 
Let all be preſent at the games prepar'd ; 
And joyful victors wait the juſt reward. 
But now aſſiſt the 1ites, with garlands crown'd; 
He ſaid, and firſt his brows with myrtle bound. 
Then Helymus, by his example led, 
And old Aceſtes, each adorn'd his head; 
Thus young Aſcanius, with a ſprightly grace, 
His temples ty'd, and all the Trojan race. 
Xnneas then advanc'd amidſt the train, 
By thouſands follow?d thro? the flow ry plain, 
To great Anchiſes” tomb: which when he found, 
He pour'd to Bacchus, on the hallow'd ground, 
Two bowls of ſparkling wine, of milk two more, 
And two from offer*d bulls of purple gore, 
With roſes then the ſepulchre he firow'd ; 
And thus his father's ghoſt beſpoke aloud : 
Hail, O ye holy manes ; hail again 
Paternal aſhes, now review'd in voin! 


B. V. v. 108. ENEIVS. 161 


The gods permitted not, that you with me 

Shou'd reach the promis'd ſhores of Italy; 5 

Or Tyber's flood, what flood ſoc'er it be. 

Scarce had he finiſh'd, when, with ſpeckled pride, 

A ſerpent from the tomb began to glide 

His hugy bulk on ſev'n high volumes rolb'd; 

Blue was his breadth of back, but ſtreak'd with ſcaly 
gold : 

Thus riding on his curls, he ſcem'd to paſs 

A rolling fire along; and ſinge the graſs. 

More various colours through his body run, 

Than Iris, when her bow imbibes the ſun ; 

Betwixt the riſing altars, and around, 

The ſacred monſter ſhot along the ground 

With harmleſs play amidſt the bowls he paſs'd, 

And with his lolling tongue aſſay'd the taſte : 

Thus fed with holy food, the wond'rous gueſt 

Within the hollow torab retir'd to reſt. 

The pious prince, ſurpris'd at uhet he view'd, 

The fun' ral honours with more zeal renew'd: 

Doubtful if this the place's genius were, 

Or guardian of his father's ſepulchre. 

Five ſheep, according to the rites, he flew; 

As many ſwine, and ſteers of ſable hue ; 

New gen'ruus wine he from the goblets pour'd, 

And calPd his father's ghoſt, from hell reſtor'd, 

The glad attendants in long order come, 

Off' ring their giſts at great Anchiſes' tomb; 

O 3 
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Some place the chargers on the graſſy ſoil; 

Some blow the fires, and oſſer'd entrails broil. 
Now came the day deſir'd; the ſl ĩcs were bright 

With roſy luſtre of the riſing light : 

The bord”ring people, rous'd by ſoundirg fame 

Of Trojan feaſts, and great Aceſtes“ name; 

The crowded ſhore with acclamations fill, 

Part to behold, and part to prove their ſkill. 

And firſt the gifts in public view they place, 

Green laurel wreaths, and palm, (the victor's grace): 

Within the circle, arms and tripods ly; : 


Some add more oxen, ſome divide the ſpoil, 2 


Ingots o, gold and flyer, heap'd on high; 
And veſ's embroider'd, of the Tyrian dye. 
The trumpet*s clangor then the feaſt proc laims; 
And ai! prepare for their appointed games. 
Four gallies firſt which equal rowers bear, 
Adyancing, in the watry liſts appear. 

The ſpeedy Dolphin, that outſtrips the wind, 
Bore Mncftheus, author of the Memmian kind: 
Gyas the vaſt Chimzra's bulk commands, 
Which riſing like a touring city ſtands: 

Three Trojans tug at ev'ry lab'ring oar ; 

Thrce banks in three degrees the ſailors bore 
Beneath their ſturdy ſtrokes the billows roar, 
Sergeſivs, who began the Sergian race, 

In the great Centaur took the leading place: 
Cloanthus on the ſea-green Scylla flood ; 

From u hom Cluentius draus his Trojan blood. 
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Far in the ſea, agninfi the ſoaming ſhore, 
There lands a rock; the raging bitlows roar 
Above his head in forms; but u hen 'tis clear, 
Uncurl their ridgy backs, and at his ſcot appear. 
In peace below the gentle waters run; 

The cormerants above ly baff irg in the ſun. 

On this the hero fix'd an oak in ſight, 

The mark to guide the mariners aright. 

To bear with this, the ſeamen ſtretch their oars ; 

Then round the rock they ficer, and ſeck the former 
ſhores. 

The lots decide their place; above the reſt, 

Exch leader ſhining in his Tyrian veſt ; 

The common crew, with wreaihs of poplar boughs 
Their temples c1own, and ſhade their ſweaty brows, 
eſmear'd with oil, their naked ſhoulders fine 

All take their ſeats, and wait the ſourcing ſign. 
They gripe their oars, and ev'ry panting breaſt 
Is rais'd by turns with hopes, by turns with fears 
depreſs d. 
The clangor of the trumpet gives the ſign; 
At once they ſtart, advancing in a line : 
| With ſhouts the ſailors rend the ſtarry ſkies; 2 


Laſh'd with thcir oars, the ſmoky billows rife; 

| Sparkles the briny main, and the vex'd ocean fries. 
Exact in time, with equal ſtrokes they row; | 
At once the bruſhing oars, and brazen prow, 4 
Daſh up the ſandy waves, and ope the depths below. | 
Not fiery courſers, in a chariot race, | 
Invade the field with half fo ſwift a pace. 


——— . 
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Not the fierce driver with more fury lends 

The ſounding laſh ; and, ere the ſtroke deſcends, 

Low to the wheels his pliant body bends. 5 

The partial crowd their hopes and fears divide, 

And aid, with. eager ſhouts, the favour'd fide. 

Cries, murmurs, clamours, with a mixing ſound, 

From woods to woods, from hills to hills, rebound. 
Amidſt the loud applauſes of the ſhore, 

Gyas outſtripp'd the reſt, and ſprung before; 

Cloanthus, better mann'd, purſu'd him faſt; 

But his O er- maſted galley check'd his haſte. 

The Centaur and the Dolphin bruſh the brine 

With equal pars advancing in a line: 

And now the mighty Centaur ſeems to lead, 

And now the ſpeedy Dolphin gets a-head : 

Naw board to board the rival veſſcls row; 

The billows lave the ſkies, and ocean groans below. 

They reach'd the mark; proud Gyas and his train 

In triumph rode the victors of the main: 

But ſteering round, he charg'd his pilot ſtand 

More clpſe to ſhore, and ſkim along the ſand. 

Let others bear to ſea, Menætes heard, 

But ſecret ſhelves too cautiouſly he fear'd: 


And, fearing, ſought the deep, and ſtill aloof he 


ſteer d. 
With louder cries the captain call'd again; 
Bear to the rocky ſhore, and ſhun the main. 
He ſpoke, and ſpeaking at his ſtern he ſaw 
The bold Cloanthus near the ſtelvings draw 


B. V. v. 229. ENE IS. 165 


Betwixt the mark and him the Scylla ſtood, 

And in a cloſer compaſs plow'd the flood. 

He paſs'd the mark; and wheeling got before; 

Gyas blaſphem'd the gods, devoutly ſwore, 2 

Cry'd out for anger, and his hair he tore. 5 

Mindleſs of others lives, (fo high was grown 

His riſing rage), and careleſs of his own, 

The trembling dotard to the deck he drew, 

And hoiſted up, and over board he threw : 

This done he ſeiz'd the helm; his fellows cheer'd 3 

Turn'd ſhort upon the ſhelves, and madly ſteer'd. 
Hardly his head the plunging pilot rears, 

Clogg'd with his clothes, and cumber'd with his 

years: 

Now, dripping wet, he climbs the cliff with pain 

The crowd, that ſaw him fall and float again, 

Shout from the diſtant ſhore; and loudly laugh'd, 

To ſec his keaving breaſt diſgorge the briny drauglit. 

The following Centaur, and the Dolphin's crew, 

Their vaniſh'd hopes of victory rencw; 

While Gyas lags, they kindle in the race, 

To reach the mark; Sergeſtus takes the place: 

Mneſtheus purſues ; and while around they wind, 

Comes up, not half his galley's length behind. 

Then on the deck amidſt his mates z2ppear'd, 

And thus their drooping courzges he cheer'd. 

My friends, and Hector's followers herctofore ; 

Excrt your vigour, tug the lab'ring oar; 

Stretch to your ſtrokes, my ſtili uncopquer'd crow, 

Whom from the flaming walls cf Troy 1 drew. 
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In this, our common int”reſt, let me find 

That ſtrength of hand, that courage of the mind, 

As when you ſtemm'd the ſtrong Malzan flood, 

And o'er the Syrtes broken billov's row'd. 

I ſeek not now the foremoſt palm to gain; 

Tho” yet—But ah, that haughty wiſh is vain ! 8 

Let thoſe enjoy it whom the gods ordain. 

But to be laſt, the lags of all the race, 

Redeem yourſeives and me from that diſgrace. 

Now one and all, they tug amain; they row 

At the full ſtretch, and ſhake the brazen prow. 

The ſea benceth 'em finks ; their lab'ring ſides 

Are ſwell'd, and Cxeat run gutt'ring den in tides, | 
Chence aids their daring wich unhep'd ſucceſs ; 
Sergeſtus, eager with his beak to preſs : 
Berwixt the rival galley and the rock; 
Shuts up th? unwieldy Centaur in the lock. 1 
The veſſel ſtruck, and with the dreadful ſhock 
Her oars ſhe ſhiver'd, and her head ſhe broke. 
The trembling rowers from their banks ariſe, 
And, anxious for themſelves, renounce the prize. 
With iron poles they heave her off the ſhores ; 
And gather, from the ſea, their floating oars. 
The crew of Mneſtheus, with elated minds, 

Urge their ſucceſs, and call the willing winds : 
Then ply their oars, and cut the liquid way, 

In larger compaſs on the roomy ſea. 

As when the dove her rocky hold forſakes, 
Fouz'd in a fright, her ſounding wings ſhe ſhakes, 
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The cavern rings with elatt' ring; out ſhe flies, 

And leaves her callow care, and cleaves the ſkics ; 

At firſt ſte flutters; but at length. ſhe ſprings 

To ſmoother fliglit, and ſhoots upon her wings : 

So Mneſtheus in the Dolphin cuts the ſea, 

And flying with a force, that force aſſiſts his way. 

Sergeſtus in the Centaur ſoon he paſs'd, 

Wedg'd in the rocky ſhoals, and ſticking faſt, 

In vain the victor he with cries implores, 

And practiſes to row with ſhatter'd oars. 

Then Mneſtheus bears with Gyas, and out-flies : 

The ſhip without a pilot yields the prize. 

Unvanquiſh'd Scylla now alone remains; 

Her he purſues, and all his vigour ſtrains. 

Shouts from the fav'ring multitude ariſe, 

Applauding echo to the ſhouts replies; 

Shouts, wiſhes, and applauſe run rattling thro” the 
ſkies. 

Theſe clamours with diſdain the Scylla heard; 

Much grudg'd the praiſe, but more the rob'd reward: 

Keſoly'd to hold their own, they mend their pace; 

All obſlinate to dic, or gain the race. 

Rais'd with ſucceſs, the Dolphin ſwiftly ran, 

{for they can conquer who believe they can) : 

Both urge their oars, and fortune both ſupplies ; 

And both perhaps had ſhar'd an equal prize; 

When to the ſeas Cloanthus hr-lds his hands, 

And ſuccour from the watry pow'rs demands: 
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Gods of the liquid realms, on which I row, 
If giv'n by you, the laurel bind my brow, 8 
Aſſiſt to make me guilty of my vow. 
A ſnow-white bull ſhall on your ſhore be lain, 
His offer'd entrails caſt into the main; 
And ruddy wine from golden goblets thrown, 
Your graceful gift, and my return ſhall own. 
The quire of nymphs, and Phorcus from below, 
With virgin Panopea, heard his vow; 
And old Portunos, with his breadth of hand, 
Puſh'd on, and fped the galley to the land. 
Swift as a ſhaft, or winged wind, ſhe flies; 
And dartirg to the port, obtains the prize. 

The herald ſummons all, and then proclaims 
Cloanthus conqu*ror of the naval games. 
The prince with laurel crowns the victor's head, 
And three fat ſiecrs are to his veſſel led; 
The ſhip's rewerd : with gen'rous wine beſide, 
And ſums of hlver, which the crew divide. 
The leaders are diſſinguliſh'd from the reſt; 
The victor honow'd Wich «© nobler veſt; 
Where gold and purple ſtrive in equal rows, 
And need!e-work its happy coſt beſtows. 
There, Ganymede is wrought with livirg art, 
Chaſing through Ida's groves the trembling hart; 
Breathleſs he ſeems, yet eager to purſue: | 
When from aloſt deſctuds, in open view, 
The bird of Jove; and, forfing on b's prey, 
With crocked talons beers the boy .way. 
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His guards be hold him ſoaring thro” the ſkies; 

And dogs purſue his flight with imitated cries. 
Mneſtheus the ſecond victor was declar'd ; 

And ſummon'd there, the ſecond prize he ſhar/d. 

A coat of mail, which brave Demolus bore z : 


In vain, with lifted hands, and gazing eyes, : 


More brave Aneas from his ſhoulders tore, 

In ſingle combat on the Trojan ſhore. 

This was ordain'd for Mneſtheus to poſle(s ; 

In war for his defence, for ornament in peace, 

Rich was the gift, and glorious to behold ; 

But yet ſo pond'rous with its plates of gold, 

That ſcarce two ſervants cou'd the weight ſuſtain ; 

Yet, loaded thus, Demoleus oer the plain 

Purſa'd, and lightly ſciz'd the Trojan train. 

The third ſucceeding to the laſt rewerd, 

Two goodly bowls of maſſy filver ſhar'd 

With figures prominent, and richly wrought ; 

And two braſs cauldrons from Dodona brought. 
Thus, all rewarded by the hero's hands, 

Their conqu'ring temples bound with purple bands. 

And now Sergeſtus, clearing from the rock, 

Brought back his galley, ſhatter'd with the ſhock. 

Forlorn ſhe look'd, without an aicing oar ; 

And, hooted by the vulgar, made to ſhore. 

As when a ſnake, ſurpriz'd upon the road, 

Is cruſh'd athwart her body by the load 

Of heavy wheels; or with a mortal wound 

Her belly bruis'd, and trodden to the ground; 
Vor. I. P 
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In vain, with looſen'd curls, ſhe crawls along, 

Yet fierce above ſhe brandiſhes her tongue; 

Glares with her eyes, and briſtles with her ſcales, 

But grov ling in the duſt, her parts unſound ſhe trails: 

So ſlowly to the port the Centaur tends, 

But what ſhe wants in oars with fails amends. 

Yet, for his galley ſav'd, the grateful prince 

Is pleas'd th urhappy chief to recompence. 

Pholœ, the Cretan ſlave, rewards his care, 

Beauteous herſelf, with lovely twins, as fair. 
From thence his way the Trojan hero bent, 

Into the neighb'ring plain, with mountains pent; 

V. hoſe ſides were ſhaded with ſurrounding wood 

Full ir the miſt of this fair valley ſtœod 

A native theatre, which riſing flow, 

By juſt degrees, o'crlook'd the ground below. 

High on a ſylvan throne the leader ſat; 

A num'rous train attend in ſolemn ſtate; 

Here tho'e that in the rapid courſe delight, 

Deſire of honour, and the prize invite, 

The rival runners without order ſtand ; 

The Trojans, mix'd with the Sicilian band, 

Firſt Niſus, with Euryalus, appears, 

Euryalus, a boy of blooming years, 

With ſprightly grace and equal beauty crown'd - 

Niſus for friendſhip to the youth renown'd. 

Diores next, of Priam's royal race, 

Then Salius, join'd with Patron, took their place 

But Patron in Arcadia had his birth, 

And Salius his, from Acarnanian earth. 
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Then two Sicilian youths, the names of theſe 
Swift Helymus, and lovely Pinopes : 
Both jolly hantſmen, both in foreſt bred, 
And owning old Accſtes for their head, 
With ſev'ral others of ignobler neme, 
Vhom time has not deliver'd ofcr to fame, 

To theſe the hero thus his thoughts explaia'd, 
In words which gen'ral approbation gain'd. 
One common largeſs is for all deſ:gr'd: 
The yanquiſh'd and the victor ſhall be join'd. 
Two darts of polith'd ſteel, and Gnoſian wood, 
A ſilver ſtadded ax, alike beſtow?'d. 
The foremoſt three have olive wreaths decreed ; 
The firſt of theſe obtains a ſtate ly Need 
Adorn'd with trappings; and the next in fame, 
The quiver of an Amazonian dame, 
With feather'd Threcian arrows well ſupply'd ; 
A golden belt ſhall gird his manly ſide, 
Which with a ſparkling diamond ſhall be ty'd: 5 
The third this Grecian helmet ſhall content. 
He (id; to their appointed baſe they went: 
Wit!. beating hearts th' expected ſign receive, 
And farting all at once, the barrier leave. 
Spread out, as on the winged winds, they flew, 
Jud ſeiz?d the diſtant goal with greedy view. 
Shot from the crowd, ſwift Niſus all c*er-paſs'd ; 
Nor ſtorms, nor thunder, equal half his haſte. 
The next, but tho the next yet far disjoin'd, 
Came Salius, and Euryalus behind 

P 3 | 
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Then Helymus, whom young Diores ply'd, 
Step after ſtep, and almoſt fide by ſide: 
His ſhoulders prefling, and, in longer ſpace, 
Had won, or left at leaſt a dubious race. 
Now ſpent, the goal they almoſt reach at laf; 
When eager Niſus, hapleſs in his haſte, 
Slipp'd firſt, and flipping fell upon the plain, 
Soak*'d with the blood of oxen newly lain : 
The careleſs victor had not mark'd his way; 
But treading where the treach*rous puddle lay, 
His heels flew vp; and on the graſſy floor 
He fell, beſmear'd with filth and holy gore. 
Not mindleſs then, Euryalus, of thee, 
Nor of the ſacred bonds of amity ; 
He ſtrove th' immediate rival's hope to croſs, 
And caught the foot of Salius as he roſe : 
So Salius lay extended on the plain; 
Euryalus ſprings out, the prize to gain, 
And leaves the crowd; applaudirg peals attend 
The victor to the goal, who vanquiſh'd by his fi fend. 
Next Helymus, and then Diores came ; 
By two misfortunes made the third in fame. 
But Salius enters ; and exclaiming !oud 
For juſtice, deafens and diftcrls the crowd: 
Urges his cauſe may ia the court be heara ; 
Ard plcads the prize is wrongfully conferr'd. 
But ſavour for Euryalus eppears ; 
}iis b!oomiag beauty, with his tender years, 
Had brib'd the judges for the promis'd priz: 
Beſides Diores fills the court with cries, 
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Who vainly reaches at the laſt reward, 

1t the firſt palm on Salius be conferr'd. 

Then thus the prince: Let no diſputes ariſe ; 

Where fortune plac'd it, 1 award the prize. 

But fortune's errors give me leave to mend, 

At leaſt to pity my deſerving friend. 

He ſajd, and from among the ſpoils he draws 

( Pond'rous with ſhaggy main and golden paws) 

A lion's hide; to Salius this he gives: 

Niſus with envy ſees the gift, and pricyes. 

If ſuch rewards to vanquiſh'd men are due, 

He ſaid, and falling is to riſe by you, 

What prize may Niſus from your bounty claim, 

Who meritcd the firſt rewards and fame? 

In falling, both an equal fortune try'd; 

Wou'd fortune for my fall ſo well provide! 

With this he pointed to his face, and ſhow'd 

Vis hands, and all his habit ſmcar'd with blood. 

Th” indulgent father of the people ſmild; 

And caus'd to be produc'd an ample ſhield 

Of wond'rous art, by Didymaon wrought, 

Long ſnce from Neptune's bars in triumph brought, 

This giv'n to Niſus; he divides the reſi; 

And equal juſtice in his gifts expreſt. 

The race thus ended, and rewards beſtow'd ; 

Once more the prince beſpeaks th? attentive crowd. 

If there be here, whoſe dauntleſs courage dare 

In gauntlet fight, with limbs and body bare, 

11is oppoſite ſuſtain in open view, | 

Stand ſorth the champion; and the games renew. 
P 3 
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Two prizes I propoſe, and thus divide, 

A bull with gilded horns, and fiilets ty'd, 

Shall be the portion of the conqu' ring chief: 

A ſword and helm ſhall cheer the loſer's gricf. 
Then haughty Dares in the liſts appears ; 

Stalking he f rides, his head erected beats: 

His nc t vous arms the weighty gauntlet u ield; 

And loud applauſes echo thro? the field. 

Dares alone, in combat rs! to i:and 

The watch of mighty P:ris hand to hand; 

The ſame at :icQor's fur*ra's undertook 

Gig:ntic Butes, of th' Amician ſtock; 

And, by the ſtroke of bis reſiſtleſs hand, 

Stretch'd the vi?! bulk upon the yellow (c ud. 

Such Dares was; and ſuch be rode along, 

And drew the wonder of ihe garing throrg. 

His brawny back and ample breafe Le ſ. os; 2 

Yis lifted arms arours his head he throws, ( 

And deals in whifiling air his empty blows. 5 

Eis metch is ſought; but, through the trembliag 

banc, 

Not one dai es anſwer to the proud demand. 

Preſumirg of his force, with ſparkling eyes, 

Already he d:vorrs the prom:is'd prize. 

Ile claims the bull with awleſs infolcace ; 

And having ſciz'd his horns, accoſts the prince. 

If none wy matchlef valour dares oppoſe, 

low long ſhal! Dares wait Lis daſtard foes? 

Permit me, chief, permit wichcut delay, 

To lead tl:is uncontended gift away. 
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The crowd aſſents; and, with redoublcd cries, 
For the proud challenger demands the prize. 
Aceſtes, f1'd with juſt diſdain, to ſee 
Tie palm uſurp'd withovt a victory; 
Ref roach'd Entellus thus, who ſat beſide, 
Aud heard, and ſcw, ur..:ov'd, the Treoian's pride: 
Once, but in vain, a champion of renown, 
So tamely can you bear the ravil'd crown? 
A prize in triumph borne before your ſight, 
And ſhun for ſear the danger of the bhi * 
Where is our Eryx ao, the boaſted name, 
The god who tau! t your tktadrivg erm the g- 
Where now your band Eo or, where the roi} 
That 1574 your house, ond Fame tat t. ld our idle? 
Ii tellus thus: My foul is ſtill the ſame ; 
Ermov'd with fear, and mov'd with mertial fame: 
But my chill blood is curdled in my vems ; 
And ſcarce the ſhadow of a man remains. 
Oh, could I turn to that fir prime again, 
That prime, of which this boaſter is ſo vein, 
The brave, who this decrepid age defies, 
Shouw'a feel my force without the promis'd prize. 
He ſaid, and riſir g at the word, he threw 
Two pond” rous gauntlets down, in open view; 
Gaunt'cts, which Eryx wont in fight to wield, 
And ſheath his hands with in the liſted C14. 
Vith fear and wor... {iz'd, the crowd beholds 
1, gloves of death, with ſey'n diſtir.guiſt'd folds 
Of t- nga bulls hides; the ipace witlin is fpread 
With iron, or with loads of heavy lead. 
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Dares himſelf was daunted at the ſight, 

Renounc'd his challenge, and refus'd to fight. 

Aſtoniſh'd at their weight the hero ſands, 

And pois'd the pond*rovs engines in his hands. 

What had your wonder, ſaid Entellus, been, 

Had you the gauntlets of Alcides ſcen, 5 

Or view'd the ſtern debate on this unh: ppy green! 

Theſe which I bear, your brother Eryx bore, 

Still mark'd with batter'd brains, ard mingled gore. 

Wich theſe he long ſuſt in'd th? Herculean arm; 

And theſe I wielded while my blood was warm : 

This languiſh'd frame, while better ſpirits fed, 

Ere age unſtrung my nerves, or time o erſuouꝰd my 

head. | 

But if the challerger theſe arms refuſe, 

Ard cannot wield their weight, or dare not uſc; 

If great Æneas and Aceſtes join 

In his requeſt, theſe gauntlets I reſign : 

Let us with equal arms perform the fight, 

And let him leave to fear, ſince 1 reſgn my right. 

This ſaid, Entellus for the ſtrife prepares 

Strip'd off his quilted coat, his body bares : 

Compos'd of mighty bones and braun he ſtands, 

A goodly tow ring object on the ſands. 

Then juſt Xneas equal arms ſupply'd, 

Which round their ſhoulders to their wriſts they ty'd. 

Both on the tiptoe ſtand, at ful; extent, 

Their arms aloft, their bodies inly bent; 

Their heads from aiming blows they bear zfar ; 
Vith claſhing gauntlets then provoke the war. 
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One on his youth and pliant limbs relies; 

One on his ſinews and his giant ſize. 

The laſt is ſtiff with age, his motion flow, 

He heaves fur breath, he ſtaggers to and fro; 

And clouds of iſſuing ſmoke his noſtrils loudly blow. 

Yet equal in ſucceſs, they ward, they ſtrike ; 

Their ways are diff*rent, but their art alike. 

Before, behind, the blows are dealt; around 

Their hollow ſides the rattling thumps reſound. 

A ſtorm of ſtrokes, well-meant, with fury fiics, 

And errs about their temples, ears, and eyes. 

Nor always errs; for oft the gauntlet draws 

A ſweeping ſtroke along the crackling jaws. 

Heavy with age, Entellus ſtands his ground, 

But with his warping body wards the wound, 

His hand and watchful eye keep even pace; 

While Dares traverſes and ſhifts his place. 

And, like a captain who beleaguers round 

Some ſtrong-built caſtle on a riſing ground, 

Views all th' approaches with obſerving cyes, 

This, and that other part, in vain he tries; 5 

And more on induſtry than force relies: 

With hands on high, Entellus threats the foe; 

But Dares watch'd the motion from below, 

And flip'd aſide, and ſhun'd the long deſcending 
| blow. 

Entcllus waſtes his forces on the wind ; 

And thus deluded of the ſtroke deſign'd, 

Hcadlong, and heavy fell; his ample breaſt, 

And weiglity limbs, his ancient mother prefs'd. 
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So falls a hollow pine, that long had ſtood 

Cn Ida's height, or Erymanthus wood, 

Torn from the roots. The diff*ring nations riſe ; 

And ſhouts, and mingled murmurs, rend the {kies. 

Accſtes runs, with eager haſte, to raiſe 

The fall'n companion of his youthful days: 

Dauntleſs he roſe, and to the Fght return'd: 

With ſhame his glowing checks, his eyes with fury 
burn'd. 

Diſdain, and conſcious virtue fir?.! Is breaſt 

And with redoubled force his foe he preſe'd. 

Fe lays on load with either hand amain, 

And headlong drives the Trojan o'er the plain. 

Nor ſtops, nor ſtays; nor reſt, nor breath allows, 

But ſtorms of ſtrokes deſcend about his brows ; 5 

A rattliug tempeſt, and a hail of blows. 

But now the prince, who ſaw the wild increaſe 

Of wounds, commands the comb:tants to ceaſe: 5 

And bounds Entelius wrath, and bids the peace. 

Firi* to the Trojan, ſpent with toil, he cawe, 

And ſooth'd his ſorrow for the ſutfer'd ſhame. 

What fury ſciz d wy friend? the gods, ſaid he, 

To him propitious, and averſe to thee, | 

Have giv'n his arm fuperior force to thine 

*Tis madne's to contend with ſtrength divine. 

The gauntlet fight thus ended, from the ſhore 

His faithful friends unhappy Dares bore ; 

His mouth and noſtrils pour'd a purple flood; 

And pounded teeth came ruſhing with his blood. 

Fairly he ſtapger'd thro' the hiſſing throng 

And hung his head, and traii'd his legs along, 
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The ſword and caſque are carry'd by his træin; 
But with is foe the palm and ox remain. 
The champion then before A'neas came, 

Proud of his prize, but prouder of his fam c; 

O goddeſs-burn, and you Dardanian hoſt, 

Mark with attention, and forgive my boaſt : 

Learn what I was, by what remains; and know 
From what impending fate you ſav'd my foe. 
Sternly he ſpoke ; and then confronts the bull; 
And on his ample forchead aiming full, 8 
The deadly ſtroke deſcending picrc'd his ſkull. 
Down drops the beaſt, nor needs a ſecond wound; 
But ſprawls in pangs of death, and fpurns the ground, 
Then thus: In Dares? ſtead I offer this; 

Eryx, accept a nobler ſacrifice: 
Taks the laſt gift my wither'd arms can yield, 
Thy gauntlets I reſign ; and here renounce the field. 
This donc, A:neas orders, for the cloſe, 

The ſtrife of archers with contending bows. 

The maſt, Sergeſtus' ſhatter'd gally bore, 

With his own hands, he raiſes on the ſtore + 

A flutt'ring dove upon the top they tie, 

The living mark at which their arrows fly. 

The rival archers in a line advance; 

Their turn of ſhooting to receive from chance. 

A helmet holds their names : the lots arc * 
On the firſt ſcroll was read Hippocoon: 

The people ſhout ; upon the next was found 
Young Maneſtheus, late with naval honours crown'd: 
The third contain'd Euritian's nuble name, 

Thy brother, Pandarus, and next in fame; 
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Whom Pallas urg'd the treaty to confound, 

And ſend among the Greeks a feather'd wound. 
Aceſtes in the bottom laſt remain'd; 

Whom not his age from youthful ſports reſtrain'd. 
Soon all with vigour bend their truſty bows, 
And from the quiver each his arrow choſe: 
Hippocoon's was the firſt : with forceful ſway 

It flew, and, whizzing, cut the liquid way: 

Fix'd in the maſt the feather'd weapon ſtands, 
The fearful pigeon flutters in her bands 

And the tree trembled : and the ſhouting cries 
Of the pleas'd people, rend the vaulted ſkies: 
Then Mneſlheus to the head his arrow drove, ? 
With lifted eyes, and took his aim above; 

But made a glancing ſhot, and miſs'd the dove. 5 
Yet miſs'd fo narrow, that he cut the cord 
Which faſten'd, by the foot, the flitting bird. 
The captive thus releas'd, away ſhe flies, 

And bears with clapping wings the yielding ſkies. 
His bow already bent, Eurytion ſtood, 

And having firſt invok'd his brother god, 

His winged ſhaft with eger haſte he ſped; 

The fatal meſſage reach'd her as ſhe fled : 

She leaves her life aloft, ſhe ſtrikes the ground ; 
And renders back the weapon in the wound. 
Aceſtes, grudging at his lot, remains 

Without a prize to gratify his pains. 

Yet ſhooting upward, ſends his ſhaft, to ſhow 
An archer's art, and boaſt his twanging bow. 
The feather'd arrow gave a dire portent ; 

And later augures judge from this event. 
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Chaf'd by the ſpeed, it fir'd; and as it flew, 

A trail of following flames aſcending drew : 
Kindling they mount, and mark the ſhiny way 0 
Acroſs the ſkies as falling meteors play, 

And vaniſh into wind, or in a blaze decay. > 
The Trojans and Sicilians wildly ſtare : 

And, trembling, turn their wonder into pray'r. 
The Dardan prince put on a ſmiling face, 

Ar.d ſtrain'd Aceſtes with a cloſe embrace : 

Then hon'ring him with gifts above the reſt, 
Turn'd the bad omen, nor his ſears confeſs'd. 
The gods, faid he, this miracle have wrought ; 
And order'd you the prize without the lot. 
Accept this goblet rough with figur'd gold, 
Which Thracian Ciſſeus gave my fire of old: 
This pledge of ancient amity receive, 

Which to my ſecond fire I juſtly give. 

He ſaid, and with the trumpet's cheerful ſound 
Proclaim'd him victor, and with laurel crown'd. 
Nor good Eurytian en vy'd him the prize; 
Though he transfix'd the pigeon in the ſkies. 
Who cut the line, with ſecond gifts was grac d; 
The third was his, whoſe arrow pierc'd the maſt. 
The chief, before the games were wholly done, 
Call'd Periphantes, tutor to his ſon 

And whiſper'd thus: with ſpeed Aſcanius find, 
And if his childiſh troop be ready join'd, 

On horſeback let him grace his grandſire's day; 
And lead his equals aim'd in juſt array. 

Vor. II. Q 
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He Cid, and calling out, the cirque he clears: 
The crowd withdrawn, an open plain appears. 
And now the noble youths, of form divine, 
Advance before their fathers in a line: 
The riders grace the ſteeds z the ſtecds with glory 
ſhine. 

Thus marching on, in military pride, 
Shouts of applauſe reſound from ſide to (ide. 
Their caſques, adorn'd with laurel wreaths, they wear, 
Each brandiſhing aloft a cornel-ſpear. 
Some at their backs their gilded quivers bore 
Their chains of burniſh?*:! gold hung down before: 
Three graceful troops they form'd upon the green; 
Three graceful leaders at their head were ſeen ; 
Twelve follow'd ev'ry chief, and left a ſpace 

between. 

The firſt, young Priam led; a lovely boy, 
Whoſe grandſire was th' unhappy king of Troy: 
His race in after time was known to fame, 
New hcnour adding to the Latian name; ; 
And well the royal boy his Thracian ſteed became. 
Wläte were the fetlocks of his feet before; 
And on his front a ſnowy ſtar he bore. 
Then beauteous Atis, with Julus bred, 
Of equal age, the ſecond ſquadron led. 
The laſt in order, but the firſt in place, 
Firſt in the lovely features of his face, 
Rode fair Aſcznius, on a fiery Need, 
Queen Dido's git, and of the Tv:ian breed, 
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Sure courſers for the reſt the king ordains, 
With golden bits adorn'd, and purple reins. 

The pleas'd ſpectators pea:s of ſhouts renew ; 
And all the parents in the children view: 
Their make, their motions, and their ſprighitly grace; 
And hopes and fears alternate in their face. 

Th' unfledg'd commanders, and their martial train, 
Firſt make the circuit of the ſandy plain, 
Around their fires: and at th“ appointed ſign, 
Drawn up in beauteous order ſorm a line. 
The ſecond ſignal ſounds: the troop divides 
In three diſtinguilh'd parts, with three diſtinguiih'd 

guides. 
Again they cloſe, and once again disjoin, 
In troop to troop oppos'd, and line to line, 
They meet, they wheel, they throw their darts afar, 
With harmleſs rage, and well-diſſembled war. 
Then in a round the mingled bodies run; 
Flying they follow, and purſuing ſhun. 
Broken they brezk, and rallying they renew 
In other forms the military ſhew. 
At laſt, in order, undiſcern'd they join 
And march together in a friendly line. 
And, as the Cretan labyrinth of old, 
With wand”ring ways, and many a winding fold, 
Involv'd the weary feet, without redreſs, 
In a round error, which deny*d receſs ; 
So fought the Trojan boys in warlike play, 
Turn'd, and return'd, and ſtiil a diff” rent way. 
Q 2 
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Thus dolphins, in the decp, each other chaſe, 

In circles, when they ſwim around the watry race. 
This game, theſe carouſals Aſcanius taught; 

And, building Alba, to the Latins brouglit. 
Shew'd what he learn'd : the Latin fires impart 

To their ſucceeding ſons the graceful art: 

From theſe imperial Rome receiy'd the game; 
Which Troy, the youths the Trojan troop, they name. 
Thus far the ſacred ſports they celebrate; 

But fortune ſoon reſum'd her ancient hate. 

For while they pay the dead his annual dues, 
Thoſe envy'd rites Saturnian Juno views 

And ſends the goddeſs of the varicus bow, 

To try new methods of revenge below: 

Supplies the winds to wing her airy way, 

Where in the port ſecure the navy lay. 

Swiftly fair Iris down her arch deſcends; 

And undiſcern'd her fatal voyage ends. 

She ſaw the gath'ring crowd; and gliding thence, 
The deſert ſhore, and fleet without defence. 

The Trojan matrons on the ſands alone, 

With ſighs and tears Anchiſcs' death bemoan. 
Then, turning to the ſea their weeping eyes, 

Their pity to themfelves renews their cries. 

Alas! ſaid one, what oceans yet remein 

For us to ſail; what labours to ſuſtain ! 

All take the word; and, with a gen'ral groan, 
Implore the gods for peace; and places of their own. 
The goddeſs, great in miſchief, views their pains ; 
And in a woman's form her heav'nly limbs reſtrains. 
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In face and ſhape, old Beroe ſne became, 2 

Dorichus* wife, a venerable damez 

Once bend with riches, and a mother's name. 5 

Thus chang'd, amidſt the crying crowd ſhe ran, 

Mix'd with the matrons, and theſe words began. 

O wretched we, whom not the Grecian pow'r, 

Nor flames deſtroy'd, in Troy's unhappy hour ! 

O wretched we, reſery'd by cruel fate, 

Beyond the ruins of the ſinking ſtate ! 

Now ſev'n revolving years are wholly ran, 

Since this improſp'rous voyage we begun: 

Since toſs'd from ſhores to ſhores, from lands to lands, 

Inhoſpitable rocks, and barren ſands ; 

Wand'ring in exile, through the ſtormy ſea, 

We ſearch in vain for flying Italy. 

Now caſt by fortune on this kindred land, 2 
2 


What ſhou'd qur reſt, and riſing walls withſtand; 

Or hinder here to fix our baniſh'd band? | 

O, country loſt, and gods redeem'd in vain, 

If ſtill in endleſs exile we remain! 

Shall we no more the Trojan walls renew, 

Or ſtreams of ſome diſſembled Simois view ! 

Haſte, join with me, th' unhappy fleet conſume: 

Caſſandra bids, and I declare her doom. 

In ſleep I ſaw her ſhe ſupply'd my hands 

(For this I more than dreamt) with flaming brands: 

With theſe, ſaid ſhe, theſe wand”ring ſhips deſtroy; 0 | 

Theſe are your fatal ſeats, and this your Troy: 

Time calls yuu now, the precious hour employ. d) 
23 | 
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Slack not the good preſage, while heav'n inſpires 
Our minds to dare, and gives the ready fires. 

See Neptunc's altars miniſter their brands; 

The god is plezs'd ; the god ſupplies our bands. 
Then, from the pile, a flaming fire ſhe drew, 
And, to66'd in air, amidſt the gallics threv:. 
Wrepp'd in amaze, the matrons uildly flare : 
Then Pyrgo, reverenc'd for her hoary hair, 
Puyrgo, the nurſe of Priam's num'rous race; 

No Beroe this, tho' ſhe belies her face: 

What terrors from her frowning front atiſe ; 
Behold a godUcls in her ardent cycs! 

What rays around ter heav'aly ſace are ſcen, 
Mark her majeſtic voice, and more than mortal mien 
Beroe but now 1 left; whom, piu'd with pain, 
Her age and anguiſh from theſe rites detain. 

the ſaid; the matrons, ſeir'd with new amaze, 
Roll their malignant eyes, and on the navy gaze: 
They fear, and hope, and neither part obey ; 
They hope the fated land, but fear the fatal way. 
The goddeſs, having done her talk below, 

Mounts upon equal wings, and bends her painted bow, 
Struck with the ſight, and ſciz'd with rage divine, 
The matrons proſecute their mad deſign : 

They {brick aloud, they ſnatch, with i:npiovs hands, 
The ſood of altars, fires, and flaming brands. 
Green bouphs, and Cplings, mingled in their haſte ; 
And ſmcking torches on the ſhips they caſt. 

The flame, unſtopp'd at firſt, more fury gains 
And Vulcan rives at large with looſen'd reins : 
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Triumphant to the painted ſterns he ſoars, 

And ſeizes in his way the banks and crackling oars. 

Eumelus was the firſt the news to bear, 

While yet they crowd the rural theatre. 

Then what they hear is witneſs'd by their eyes; 

A ſtorm of ſparkles and of flames ariſe. 

Aſcanius took th' alarm, while yet he led 

His early warriors on his prancing ſteed. 

And, ſpurring on, his equals ſoon o'crpaſs'd, 

Nor cou'd his frighted friends reclaim his haſte. 

Soon as the royal youth appear'd in view, 

He ſent his voice before him as he flew ; 

What madneſs moves you, matrons, to deſtroy 

The laſt remainders of unhappy Troy! 

Not hoſlile fleets, but your own hopes you burn, 

And on your friends your fatal fury turn. 

Behold your own Aſcanius: while he ſaid, 

He drew his glitt'ring helmet from his head; ; 

In which the youths to ſportful arms he led. 

By this, Tneas and his train appear; 

And now the women, ſeiz'd with ſhame and fear, 

Diſpers'd, to woods and caverns take their flight; 

Abhor their actions, and avoid the light: 

Their friends acknowledge, and their error nd; 

And ſhake the goddeſs from their altcr'd mind. 
Not ſo the raging fires their fury ceaſe ; 

But lurking in the ſeams, with ſeeming peace, 

Work on their way amid the ſmould'ring tow, 

Sure in deſtruction, but in motion flow, 


188 VIRGIL's B. v. v. 893. 


The ſilent plague thro? the green timber eats, 
And vomits out a tardy flame by fits. 

Down to the keels, and upward to the ſails, 
The fire deſcends, or mounts; but ſtill prevails: 
Nor buckets pour'd, nor ſtrength of human hand, 
Can the victorious element withſtand. 

The pious hero rends his robe, and throws 
To heav'n his hands, and with his hands his vows : 
O Jove, he cry'd, if pray'rs can yet have place; 
If thou abhorr'ſt not all the Dardan race; 

If any ſpark of pity ſtil] remain; 

If gods are gods, and not invok'd in vain 5 
Yet ſpare the relics of the Trojan train. 

Yet from the flames our burning veſſels free: 

Or let thy fury fall alone on me. 

At this devoted head thy thunder throw, 

And ſend the willing ſacrifice below. 

Scarce had he ſaid, when ſouthern ſtorms ariſe, 
From pole to pole the forky lightning flies; 
Loud rattling ſhakes the mountains and the plain : 
Heav'n bellies downward, and deſcends in rain. 
Whole ſheets of water from the clouds are ſent, 
Which hifling thro? the planks, the flames prgvent : 
And ſtop the fiery peſt: four ſhips alone 
Burn to the waſte z and for the fleet atone. 

But doubtful thoughts the hero's heart divide; 
If he ſhould ſtill in Sicily refide, 
Forgetful of his fates; or tempt the main, 

In hope the promis'd Italy to gain, 


Then Nautes, old and wiſe, to whom alane 
The will of heav'n by Pallas was foreſhown z 
Vers'd in portents, experienc'd and inſpir d, 

To tell events, and what the fates requir'd : 
Thus while he ſtood, to neither part inclin'd, 
With cheerful words reliev'd his lab'ripg mind. 
O goddeſs-born, reſign'd in ey'ry ſtate, 
With patience bear, with prudence puſh your fate. 
By ſuff ring well, our fortune we ſubdue; 

Fly whey ſhe frowns, and when ſhe calls purſue, 
Your friend Aceſtes is of Trojan kind, 

To him diſcloſe the ſecrets of your mind : 
Truſt in his hands your old and uſck ſs train, 
Too num'rous for the ſhips that yet remain : 
The feeble, old, indulgent of their caſe, 

The dames who dread the dangers of the ſeas, 
With all the daſtard crew, who dare not ſtand 
The ſhook of battle with your focs by land ; 
Here you may build a common town for all ; 
And, from Aceſtes name, Aceſta call. 

The reaſons, with his friend's experience juirfd, 
Encourag'd much, but more diſturb'd his mind. 
Twas dead of night; when to his ſſumb' ring eyes, 
His father's ſhade deſcended from the ſkies ; 
And thus he ſpoke: O more than vital breath, 
Lov'd while 1 liv'd, and dear ev'n after death; 
O ſon, in various toils and troubles toſt, 

The king of heav'n employs my careful ghoſt 
On his commands : the god who ſav'd from fire 
Your flaming fleet, and heard your juſt deſire: 
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The wholſome counſel of your friend receive 

And here the coward train, and women leave: 

The choſen youth, and thoſe who nobly dare, 

Tranſport; to tempt the dangers of the war. 

The ſtern Italians will their courage try; 

Rovgh are their manners, and their minds are high. 

But firſt to Pluto's palace you ſhall go, 

And ſeck my ſhade among the bleſt below. 

For not with impious ghoſts my ſoul remains, 

Nor ſuffers, with the damn'd, perpetual pains, 8 

But breathes the living air of ſoft Elyſian plaius. 

The chaſte Sibylla ſhall your ſteps convey, 

And blood of offer'd victims free the way. 

There ſhall you know what realms the gods aſſign; 

And learn the fates and fortunes of your line. 

But now, farewel, I vaniſh with the night; 

And feel the blaſt of heav'n's approaching light : 

He ſaid, and mix'd with ſhades, and took his airy 
flight. 

Whither fo faſt, the filial duty cry'd, 

And why, ah why, the wiſh'd embrace deny'd ! 

He ſaid, and roſe: as holy zeal inſpires 

He rakes hot embers, and renews the fires. 

His country gods and Veſta then adores 

With cakes and incenſe, and their aid implores. 

Next for his friends, and royal hoſt he ſent, 

Reveal'd his viſion and the gods intent, | 

With his own porpoſe: all without delay | 

The will of Jove, and his deſ.res obey, 
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They liſt with women each degen' rate name, 

Who dares not hazard life for future fame. 

Theſe they caſhier; the brave remaining few, 
Oars, banks, and cables half conſum'd renew. 

The prince deſigns a city with the plough ; 

The lots their ſev'ral tenements allow. 

This part is nam'd from Ilium, that from Troy; 
And the new king aſcends the throne with joy. 

A choſen ſenate from the people draws ; 

Appoints the judges, and ordains the laws. 

A riſing temple to the Paphian queen: 

Anchiſes, laſt, is honour'd as a god, 

A pricſt is added, annual gifts beſtow'd; 5 
And groves ate planted round his bleſt abode. 
Nine days they paſs in feaſts, their temples crown'd; 
And fumes of incenſe in the fanes abound. 

Then, from the ſouth aroſe a gentle breeze, 

That curl'd the ſmoothneſs of the glaſſy ſeas: 

The riſing winds a rufflmg gale afford, 

And call the merry mariners aboard. 

Now loud laments along the ſhores reſound, 
Of parting friends in cloſe embraces bound. 
The trembling women, the degen'rate train, 
Who ſliunu'd the frightful dangers of the main 
Ev'n thoſt deſire to ſail, and take their ſhare 
Of the rough paſſage, and the promis'd war. 
Whom good ZXneas cheers, and recommends 
To thiir new maſter's care, his fearful friends. 
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On Eryx altars three fat calves he lays; N 

A lamb new fallen to the ſtormy ſeas; 

Then ſlips his haulſers, and his anchors weighs. 9 

High on the deck the godlike hero ſtands; 

With olive crown'd; a charger in his hands; 

Then caſt the recking entrails in the brine, 

And pour'd the ſacrifice of purple wine. 

Freſh gales ariſe, with equal ſtrokes they vie, 

And bruſh the buxom ſeas, and o'er the billows fly. 
Meantime the mother-goddeſs, full of fears, 

To Neptune thus addreſs'd, with tender tears. 

The pride of Jove's imperious queen, the rage, 

The malice which no ſuff' rings can aſſwage, 

Compel me to theſe pray'rs : ſince neither fate, 

Nor time, nor pity, can remove her hate. 

Ev'n Jove is thwarted by his haughty wife; 

Still vanquiſt'd, yet ſhe till renews the ſtrife. 

As if *twere little to conſume the town 

Which aw'd the world, and wore th' imperial crown; 

She proſecutes the ghoſt of Troy with pains ; 

And gnaws, ev'n to the bones, the laſt remains. 

Let her the cauſes of her hatred tell, 

But you can witneſs it's effects too well. 

You ſaw the ſtorms ſhe rais'd on Libyan floods, 

That mix'd the mounting billows with the clouds: 

When, bribing Xolus, ſhe ſhook the main; 

And mov'd rebellion in your watry reign. 

With fury ſhe poſſe ſsd the Dardan dames 

To burn their feet with execrable flames: 
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And forc'd Æneas, when his ſhips were loſt, 
To leave his foll'u ers on a foreign coaſt. 
For what remains your godhead I implore ; 
And truſt my ſon to your protecting pow”r. 
If neither Jove's, nor fate's decree withſtand, 
Secure his paſſage to the Latian land. 

Then thus the miglty ruler of the main: 
What may not Venus hope from Neptune's reign ? 
My kingdom claims your birth: my late defence 
Of your endanger'd fleet may claim your confidence. 
Nor leſs by land than ſea, my deeds declare 
How much your loy'd Xneas is my care. 
Thee, Xanthus, amd thee Simois, I atteſt : 
Your Trojan troops, when proud Achilles preſs'd, 
And drove before him headlong on the plain, 
And daſh'd againſt their walls the trembling train, 
When floods were filPd with bodies of the flain : 
When crimſon Xanthus, doubtful of his way, 
Stood up on ridges to behold the ſea: 8 
New heaps came tumbling in, and chok'd his way: 
When your neas fought, but fought with odds 
Of force uncqual, and unequal gods; 
J ſprcad a cloud before the victor's ſight, 
Suſtain'd the vanquiſh'd, and ſecur'd his flight. 
Ev'n then ſecur'd him, when I ſought with joy 
The vow'd deſtruction of ungrateful Troy. 
My will's the ſame: fair goddeſs fear no more, 
Your fleet ſhall ſafely gain the Latian ſhore: 
Their lives are giv'n; one deſtin'd head alone 
Shall periſh, and for multitudes atone. 

Vor. Il. R 
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Thus having arm'd with hopes her anxious mind, 
lis finny team Saturnian Neptune join'd. 
Then adds the foamy bridle to their jaws, 
And to the looſen'd reins permits the laws. 
High on the waves his azure car he guides, 
Its axles thunder, and the ſea ſubſides 8 
And the ſmooth ocean rolls her ſilent tides. 
The tempeſts fly be fore their father's face, 
Trains of inferior gods his triumph grace; 
And monſter whales before their maſter play, 
And quires of tritons crowd the watry way. 
The marſhalPd pow'rs in equal troops divide 
To right and left : the gods his better ſide 
Incloſe, and on the worſe the nymphs and nereids 
ride. 
Now ſmiling hope, with ſweet viciſſitude, 
Within the hero's mind his joys renew'd. 
He calls to raiſe the maſts, the ſhects diſplay, 
The cheerful crew with diligence obey ; i 
They ſcud before the wind, and fail in open ſea. 
Ahead of all the maſter pilot ſteers, 
And as he leads, the ſoll'wing navy veers. 
The ſteeds of night had travell'd half the ky, 
The drowſy rowers on their benches lie; 
When the ſoft god of fleep, with eaſy flight, 
Deſcends, and draws behind a trail of light. 
Thou, Palinurus, art his deſtin'd prey; 
To thee alone he takes his fatal wzy. 
Dire dreams to thee, and iron ſlecp he bears; 
And lighting on thy prow, the form of Phorbas wears, 


B. V. v. 197. ENEILS. 195 


Then thus the traitor god began his tale: 
The winds, my friend, inſpire a pleaſing gale; 6 
The ſhips, without thy care, ſecurely fail. 
Now ſteal an hour of ſweet repoſe, and I 
Will take the rudder, and thy room ſupply. 
To whom the yawning pilot, half aſleep: 
Me doſt thou bid to truſt the treach'rovus deep! 
The harlot-ſmiles of her diſſembling face, 
And to her faith commit the Trojan race? 
Shall I believe the ſiren ſouth again, 
And, oft betray'd, not know the monſter main? 
He ſaid; his faſten'd hands the rudder keep, 
And, fix d on heav'n, his eyes repel invading ſleep. 
The god was wroth, and at his temples threw 
A branch in Lethe dipp'd, and drunk with Stygian dew: 
The pilot, vanquiſh'd by the pow'r divine, 
Soon clos'd his ſwimming eyes, and lay ſupine. 
Scarce were his limbs extended at their length, 
The god, inſulting with ſuperior ſtrength, 
Fell heavy on him, plung'd him in the ſea, 
And, with the ſtern, the rudder tore away. 
Headlong he fell, and, ſtruggling in the main, 
Cry'd out for helping hands, but cry'd in vain: 
The victor dæmon mounts obſcure in air; 
While the ſhip ſails without the pilot's care. 
On Neptune's faith the floating flect relies : 2 
But what the man forſook, the god ſupplies ; 
And o'er the dang'rous deep ſecure the navy flies. 0 
Glides by the firen's clitfs, a ſhelvy coaſt, 
Lopg infamous for ſhips and ſailors loſt ; 
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And white with bones: th* impetuous ocean roars; 
And rocks rebellow from the ſounding ſhores. 

The watchful hero felt the knocks; and found 
The toſling veſſel fail'd on ſhoaly ground. 

Sure of his pilot's loſs, he takes himſelf 

The helm, and ſteers aloof, and ſhuns the ſhelf, 
Inly he griev'd, and groaning from the breaſt, 
Deplor'd bis death; and thus his pain expreſs'd ; 
For faith repos'd on ſeas, and on the flatt'ring fy, 
Iby naked corps is doom'd on ſhores unknown to ly. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


HE Siu foretels near the adventures be ſhould 

meet with in Italy. She attends bem: to hell: de- 
ſcribing to him the various ſcenes of that place, and 
conducting him to his father Anchiſes. Who inſirudts 
him iu thoſe ſublime my/lertes of the ſoul of the world, 
and the tranſmigration : and ſbews him that glorious 
race of heroes which was to deſcend from him and 
his paſterity. 
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THE SIXTH BOOK 


OF THE 
"RT . 


E faid, and wept: then ſpread his fails before 
The winds, and reach'd at length the Cuman 
ſhore : 

Their anchors dropp'd, his crew the veſſels moor. 
They turn their heads to ſea, their ſterns to land 
And greet with greedy joy th” Italian ſtrand. 
Some ſtrike from claſhing flints their fiery feed 
Some gather ſticks the kindied flames to ſeed : 
Or ſearch for hollow trees, and fell the woods, 
Or trace through vallics the diſcover'd floods. 
Thus, while their ſev'ral charges they fulfil, 
The pious prince aſcends the ſacred hill 
Where Phœbus is ador'd; and ſeeks the ſhade, 
Which hides from ſight his venerable maid. 
Deep in a cave the Sibyl makes abode ; 
Thence full of fate returns, and of the god. 
Thro? Trivia's grove they walk; and now behold, 
And enter now the temple roof'd with gold. 
When Dædalus, to fly the Cretan ſhore, 
His heavy limbs on jointed pinions bore, 
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To the Cumæan coaſt at length he came; 

And, here alighting, built this coſtly frame, 
Inſcrib'd to Phœbus, here he hung on high 
The ſteerage of his wings, that cut the ſky ; 
Then o'er the lofty gate his art emboſs'd 
Androgeos? death, and off rings to his ghoſt : 
Sev'n youths from Athens yearly ſent, to meet 
The fate appointed by revengeful Crete. 

And next to thoſe the dreadful urn was plac'd, 
In which the deſtin'd names by lots were caſt : 
The mournful parents ſtand around in tears ; 
And riſing Crete againſt their ſhore appears. 
There too, in living ſculpture, might be ſeen 
The mad affeQtion of the Cretan queen: 

Then how ſhe cheats her belPwing lover's eye: 
The ruſhing leap, the doubtful progeny, 

The lower part a beaſt, a man above, 

The monument of their polluted love. 

Nor far from thence he grav'd the wond*rous maze; 
A thouſand doors, a thouſand winding ways; 
Here dwells the monſter, hid from human view, 
Not to be found but by the faithful clue : 

Till the kind artiſt, mov'd with pious grief, 
Lent to the loving maid this laſt relief; 

And all thoſe erring paths deſcrib'd fo well, 
That Theſeus conquer'd, and the monſter fell. 
Here hapleſs Icarus had found his part ; 

Had not the father's grief reſtrain'd his art. 
He twice eſſay d to caſt his ſon in gold; 


(The firſt who ſail'd in air), 'tis ſung by Fame, 2 


Twice from his hands he dropp'd the forming mould. 
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All this with wond' ring eyes Æneas vicu'd: 
Each varying object his delight renew'd. 
Eager to read the reſt, Achates came, 2 
And by his fide the mad divining dame; 
The prieſteſs of the god, Deiphobe her name. 5 
Time ſuffers not, ſhe ſaid, to feed your cycs 
With empty pleaſures: haſte the ſacrifice. 
Sev*n bullocks, yet unyok'd, for Phabus chuſe, 
And for Diana ſev'n unſpotted ewes. 
This ſaid, the ſervants urge their ſacred rites ; 
V.hile to the temple the the prince invites. 
A ſpacious cave, within its farmoſt part, 
Vas hew'd and faſhion'd by laborious art, 
Thro? the hills hollow ſides + before the place 
A hundred doors a hundred entries grace : 
As many voices ie; and the ſounl 
Of Sibyl's words as many times rebound, 
Now to the mouth they come: aloud ſhe crics, 
This is the time, enquire pour Ceſtrics. 
He comes, bchold the god! Thus while ſhe aid, 
(And ſhiv'ring at the ſacred entry Nai.!), 
Her colour chang'd, her f:ce was not the ſame, 
And hollow groans from her deep ſpirit came. 
Her hair ſtood up; convuliive rage poſſeſs'd 
Her trembling lin bs, and heay'd her lab*ring breaf. 
Greater than human kind ſhe ſeem'd to look; 
And with an accent more than morta! ſpoke. 
Her ſtaring eyes with ſparkling ſury roll; 
When all the god came ruiking on her ſoul. 
Swiftly ſhe turn'd, and foaming as ſhe ſpoke, 
Why this delay? ſhe cry'd ; the pow”rs invohe. 
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Thy pray'rs alone can open this abode, 

Elſe vain are my demands, and dumb the god. 
She ſaid no more: the trembling Trojans hear ; 
Ofer-ſpread with a damp ſweat, and boly fear. 
The prince himſelf, with awful dread poſſes 'd, 
His vows to great Apollo thus addreſs'd. 
Indulgent god, propitious pow'r to Troy, 

Swift to relieve, unwilling to deſtroy; 

Directed by whoſe hand, the Dardan dart 
Pierc'd the proud Grecian's only mortal part: 
Thus far, by fate's decrees and thy commands, 
Thro' ambient ſeas and thro? devouring ſands, 
Our exil'd crew has ſought th* Auſonian ground: 
And now, at length, the flying coaſt is found 
Thus far the fate of Troy, from place to place, 
With fury has purſu'd her wand'ring race: 


Here ceaſe, ye pow'rs, and let your vengeance end, 


Troy is no more, and can no more offend. 
And thou, O ſacred maid, inſpir'd to ſee 
Th' event of things in dark ſuturity, 
Give me, what heay'n has promis'd to my fate, 
To conquer and command the Latian ſtate: 
To fix my wand' ring gods, and find a place 
For the long exiles of the Trojan race. 
Then ſhall my grateful hands a temple rear 
To the twin gods, with vows and ſolemn pray”r 
And annual rites, and feſtivals, and games, 
Shall be perform'd to their auſpicious names. 
Nor ſhalt thou want thy honours in my land, 
For there thy faithful oracles ſhall ſtand, 

* 
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Preſerv'd in ſhrines : and ey'ry ſacred lay, 

Which, by thy mouth, Apollo ſhall convey. 

All ſhall be treaſur'd, by a choſen train 

Of holy prieſts, and ever ſhall remain. 

But, Ch! commit not thy prophetic mind 

To flitting leaves, the ſport of ev'ry wind: 

Leſt they diſperſe in air our empty fate : 

Write not, but what the pow'rs ordain relate. 
Struggling in vain, impatient of her load, 

And lab'ring underneath the pond'rous god, 

The more ſhe ſtrove to ſhake him from her breaſt, 

With more and far ſuperior force he preſs'd : 

Commands his entrance, and, without controul, 

Uſurps her organs, and inſpires her ſoul. 

Now, with a furious blaſt, the hundred doors 8 


Ope of themſelves; a ruſting whiriwind roars 

Within the cave; and Sibyl's voice reſtores. 
Eſcap'd the dangers of the watry reign, | 

Yet more and greater ills by land remain. 

The coaſt fo long deſir'd (nor doubt th* event) 

Thy troops ſhall reach; but, having reach'd, repent. 

Wars, horrid wars, 1 view; a fic!d of blood; 

And Tyber rolling with a purple flood. 

Simois nor Xanthus ſhali be wanting there; , 

A new Achilles ſhall in arms ↄppear: | | 

And he, too, goddeſs- born: fierce Juno's hate 

Added to hoſtile force, ſhall urge thy fate. 

To what ſtrange nations ſhalt not thou reſort ! 

Driv'n to ſolicit aid at ev'ry court 

The cauſe the ſame which Ilium once oppreſs'd, 

A foreign miſtreſs, and a foreign gueſt : 
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But thou, ſecure of ſoul, unbent with woes, 

The more thy fortune frowns, the more oppoſe. 

The dawnings of thy ſafety ſhall be ſhown, 

Frum whence thou leaſt ſhalt hope a Grecian town. 
Thus from the dark receſs the Sibyl ſpoke, 8 

And the reſiſting air the thunder broke; 

The cave rebellow'd, and the temple ſhook. 

Th” ambiguous god, who ruPd her lab' ring breaſt, 

In theſe myſterious words his mind expreſt; 8 

Some truths reveal'd, in terms involy'd the reſt. 

At length her fury fell, her foaming ceas'd ; 

And, edbbing in her ſoul, the god decreas'd. 

Then thus the chief: No terror to my view, 

No ſrightful face of danger can be new. 

Inur'd to ſuffer, and reſolv'd to dare, 

The fates without my pour ſhall be without my care. 

This let me crave, ſince near your grove the road p 

To hell lies open, and the dark abode 

Which Acheron ſurrounds, th' innavigable flood: 0 

Conduct me through the regions void of light, 

And lead me longing to my father's fight. 

For him, a thouſand dangers 1 have ſought ; 0 

And, ruſhing where the thickeſt Grecians fought, 

Safe on my back the ſacred burden brought. 9 

He, for my ſake, the raging ocean try'd, 

And wrath of heav'n; my ſtill auſpicious guide, 

And bore beyond the ſtrength decrepid age ſup- 

phy d. 
Oft ſnce he breath'd his laſt, in dead of night, 
His rev'rend image ſtood before my fight ; 
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Enjoin'd to ſeek below his holy ſkace 
Condutted there by your unerring aid. 
But you, if pious minds by pray'rs are won, 
Oblige the father, and protect the ſon. 
Yours is the pow'r; nor Proſerpine in vain 
Has made you prieſteſs of her nightly reign. 
If Orpheus, arm'd with his enchanting lyre, 
The ruthleſs king with pity cou'd inſpire; 
And from the ſhades below redeem his wife : 
If Pollux, off ring his alternate life, 
Cou'd free his brother; and can daily go 
By turns aloft, by turns deſcend below : 
Why name I Theſeus, or his greater friend, 
Who trod the downward path, and upward cou'd 
aſcend ! 
Not lefs than theirs, from Jove my lineage came: 
My mother greater, my deſcent the ſame. 
So pray'd the Trojan prince; and, while he pray'd, 
His hand upon the holy altar laid. 
Then thus reply'd the prophet<cL; divine: 
O goddeſs-born ! of great Anchiſes” line; 
The gates of hell are open night and day : 
Smooth the deſcent, and eaſy is the Way: 
But to return, and view the cheerſul ſkies ; 
In this the taſk and mighty labour lies. 
To few great Jupiter imparts this grace; 
And thoſe of ſhining worth, and heav'nly race. 
Betwixt thoſe regions, and our upper light, 
Decp foreſls, and impenctrable night, 
Vor. H. 8 
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Cocytus, witl. his ſable waves, ſurrounds. 

Put if fo dire a love your ſoul invades, 

I.s twice below to view the trembling ſhades ; 

If you ſo hard a toil will undertake, 

As twice to paſs th' innavigable lake 

Receive my counſel. In the neighb'ring grove 
There ſtands a tree: the queen of Stygian Jove 
Claims it her own; thick woods, and gloomy night, 
Conceal the happy plant from human ſight. 

One bough it bears; but, wond'rous to behold, 
The ductile rind and leaves of radiant gold: 

This from the vulgar branches muſt be torn, 

And to fair Proſerpine the preſent borne ; 

Ere leave be giv'n to tempt the nether ſgies: 

The firſt thus rent, a ſecond will ariſe; : 
And the ſame metal the ſame room ſupplies. 

Look round the wood, with liſted eyes, to ſee 
The lurking gold upon the fatal tree: 

Then rend it off, as holy rites command; 

The willing metal will obey thy hand, 

Following with eaſe, if, favour'd by thy fate, 
Thou art foredoom'd to view the Stygian ſtate: 

If not, no labour can the tree conſtrain; 

And ſtrength of ſtubborn arms, and Reel, are vain. 
Beſides, you know not, while you here attend, 
Th' uuworthy fate of your unhappy friend: 
Breathleſs he lies; and his unbury'd ghoſt, 
Bepriv'd of fun'ral rites, polutes your hoſt. 
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Pay firſt his pious Cues; 2nd, for the dead, 
Two ſable ſheep ground his herſe be led. 
Ther, living turfs upon his body lay; 
This done, ſecurely take the deſtin'd way, 
To find the regions deſtitute of day. 
She ſaid 3 and held her peace. Arers went 
Sad from the cave, and full of diſcontent; 
Unknowirg whom the ſacred Sibyl meant. 
Achates, the companion of his breaſt, 
Goes grieving by his fide, with equal cares cppreſt. 
Walking they talk'd, and fruitlefsly divin'd 
What friend the prieſte's by thoſe words deſign'd. 
But ſoon they found an object to deplore: 
Nliſenus lay extended on the ſhore. 
Son of the god of winds; none ſo renown'd, al 
The warrior trumpet in the field to ſound: 
With breathing braſs to kindle fierce alarms ; 
And rouſe to dare their fate in honourable arms. 
He ſerv'd great Hector; and was ever near, 
Not with his trumpet only, but his ſpear. 
But, by Pelides“ arm when Hector fell, 
He choſe A-:neas, and he choſe as well. 
Swoln with applauſe, and aiming ill at more, 
He now provokes the ſez-gods from the ſtore ; 
With envy Triton heard the martial ſound, 
And the bold champion, for his challenge, droun'd. 
Then caſt his mangled carcaſe on the ſtrand : 
The gazing crowd arourd the body ſtand. 
All weep, but moſt &neas mourns his fate; 
And haſtens to perform the fun'ral ſtate. 
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In altar-wiſe, a ately pile they rear; 

The baſis broad below, and top advanc'd in air. 
An ancient wood, fit for the work deſgn'd, 

(The ſhady covert of the ſalvoge kind), 

The Trojans found: the ſounding ax is ply'd: 
Firs, pines, and pitch-trees, and the tow'ring pride 
Of foreſt aſhes, feel the fatal ſtroke : 

And piercing wedges cleave the ſtubborn oak. 
Huge trunks of trecs, fell'd from the ſtec py crown 
Of the bare mountains, roll with ruin down. 
Arm'd like the reſt the Trojan prince appears: 
And by his pions labour urges theirs. 

Thus while he wrought, revolving in his mind 
The ways to compaſs what his wiſh deſign'd, 

He caſt his eyes upon the gloomy grove; | 
And then with vows implor'd the queen of love. 
O may thy pow*r, propitious ſtill to me, 

Conduct my ſteps to find the fatal tree, 

In this deep foreſt ; ſince the Sibyl's breath 
Foretold, alas! too true, Miſcnus? death. 

Scarce had he ſaid, when full before his ſight þ 
Two doves, deſcending from their airy flight, 
Secure upon the graſſy plain alight. 

He knew his mother's birds; and thus he pray'd: 
Re you my guides, with your aufpicious aid; 
And lead my footſteps till the branch be found, 
Whoſe glitt'ring ſhadow pilds the ſacred ground: 
And thou, great parent! with celeſtial care, 

In this diſtreſs be preſent to my pray*r. 
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Thus having ſaid, he ſtopp'd; with watchful ſ ght 
Obſerving ſtill the motions of their flight, 
What courſe they took, what happy ſigns they ſhew. 
They fed, and fiutt'ring by degrees, u ithdrew 2 
Still farther from the place; but ſtill in view. 9 
Hopping and flying, thus they led him on 
To the flow lake; whoſe balcſul ſtench to ſhun, 
They wing'd their flight aloft ; then, ſtooping low, 
Perch'd on the double tree that bears the golden 
bough. 
Throꝰ the green leaſs the glitt'ring ſhadows glow ; 
As on the ſacred oak the wintry miſleto : 
Where the proud mother views her precious brood; 
And happier branches, which ſhe never ſow'd, 
Such was the glitt'ring z ſuch the ruddy rind, 
And dancing leaves, that wanton'd in the wind, 
He ſciz'd the ſhining bough with griping hold; 
And rent away, with eaſe, the ling'ring gold. 
Then to the Sibyl's palace bore the prize. 0 
; Meantime the Trojan troops, with weeping eyes, 
| To dead Miſenus pay his obſequies. 9 
Firſt, from the ground a lofty pile they rear, 
Of pitch-trees, oaks, and pines, and unQuous fir: 
The fabric's ſront with cypreſs twigs they ſtrew, 
And ſlick the ſides with boughs of baleful yew. 
The topmoſt part his glittꝰrir g arms acorn ; 
Warm waters then, in brazcn ca:drons borne, 
Are pour'd to waſh his body, joint by joint; 
And frogrant vils the ſtiſſen'd limbs anoint. 
S 3 
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With groans and cries Miſenus they deplore 
Then on a bier, with purple cover'd o'r, 
The breathleſs body, thus bewail'd, they lay; 
And fire the pile, their faces turn'd au ay: 
(Such rev rend rites their fathers us d to pay). 
Pure oil, and incenſe, on the fire they throw ; 
And fat of victims, which his friends beſtow, 
Theſe gifts the greedy flames to duſt devour ; 
Then on the living coals red wine they pour: 
And, laſt, the relics by themſelves aifpole ; 
Which in a brazen urn the pricſts incloſe, 
Old Chorineus compaſs'd thrice the crev ; 
And dipp'd an olive branch in holy dev; 
Which thrice he ſprinkled round; and thrice aloud 
Invok'd the dead, and then diſmiſe'd the crowd. 
But good Aneas order'd on the ihore 2 
A ſtately tomb; whoſe top a trumpet bore: 
A ſoldier's fauchion, and a ſeaman's oar. 
Thus was his friend interr'd; and deathleſs fame 
Still to the lofty cape conſgns his name. 
Theſe rites perform'd, the prince, without delay, 
Haſtes to the nether worid, his deſtin'd way. 
Deep was the cave; and downward as it went 
From the wide mouth, a rocky rough deſcent. 
And here th' acccſs a gloomy grove defends ; 
And there th' unnavigable lake extends. 
O'er whoſe unhappy waters, void of light, 
No bird preſumes to ſteer his airy flight; 
Such derdly flenches from the depth ariſe, 
And ſtreaming ulphur, that infects the ſaicæ. 
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From hence the Grecian bards their legends make, 

And give the name Avernus to the lake. 

Four ſable bullocks, in the yoke untaught, 

For ſacrifice the pious hero brovght. 

The prieſteſs pours the wine betwixt their horns : 

Then cuts the curling hair; that firſt oblation burns, 

Invckirg Hecate hither to repair; 

(A pow'rful name in hell and upper air). 

The ſacred prieſ's with ready knives bereave 

The beaſts of lifc, and in full bowls receive 

The ſtreaming blood: a lamb to hell and night 

(The ſable wool without a ſtreak of white) 

Tueas overs: and, by fate's decree, 

A barren heifer, Proſerpive, to thee. 

With holocaufts he Pluto's altar fills ; 

Scv'n brawny bulis with his own hand he kills; 

Then on the broiling entrails oil he pours: 

Which, ointed thus, the ragirg flame devours; 

Late the nocturnal ſacrifice begun 

Nor ended till the next returning ſun. 

Then earth began to beilow, trees to dance, 

And howling dogs in glimm'ring light advance, 

Ere Hecate came: Far hence be fouls profane, 

The Sibyl cry'd, and from the grove abſtzin. 

Now, Trojan, take the way thy fates afford: 

Aſſume thy courage, and unſheath thy ſword. 

She ſaid, and paſs'd along the gloomy ſpace : 

The prince purſu'd her ſteps with equal pace. 
Ye realms, yet unrevcaPd to human fight, 

Ve gods, who rule the regions of the night; 
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Ve gliding ghoſts, permit me to relate 
The myſtic wonders of your ſilent ſtate. 

Obſcure they went thro” dreary ſhades, that led 
Along the waſte dominions of the dead: 
Thus wander travellers in woods by night, 
By the moon's doubtful and malignant light: 
When Jove in duſky clouds involves the ſkies, 
And the faint creſcent ſhoots by fits before their eyes. 

Juſt in the gate, and in the jaws of hel!, 
Revengeful cares, and ſullen ſorrows dwell ; 
And pale diſcaſes, and repinirg age; 
Want, fear, and famine's unre ſiſted rage: 
Here toils, and death, and death's half-brother, ſleep, 
Forms terrible to view, their centry keep: 
With anxious pleaſures of a guilty mind, 
Deep frauds before, and open force behind: 
The furies' iron beds; and ſtrife, that ſhakes 
Her hiſſing treſſes, and unfolds her ſnakes. 
Full in the micſt of this infernal road, 
An elm diſplays her duſky arms abroad: 
The god of ſlecp there hides his heavy head: 
And empty dreams on ev'ry leaf are ſpread. 
Of various forms unnumber'd ip: tres more; 
Centaurs, and double ſhapes, beſiege the door: 
Before the paſſage horrid hydra ſtands, 
And Briareus with ell his hundred hands ; 
Gorgons, Geryon with his triple frame; 
And vain Chimzra vomits empty flame. 
The chief unſheath'd his ſhining ſteel, prepar'd, 
Tho' ſeiz'd with ſudden fear, to force the guard; 
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Of” ring his brandiſt'd weopon at their face; 
Had not the Sibyl Nopp'd his eager pace, 
And told him what thoſe empty phantoms were ; 
Forms without bodies, and im paſſi ve air. 
Hence to deep Acheron they take their way; 
' Whoſe troubled eddies, thick with ceuze and clay, 
Are whirl'd aloft, aud in Cocytus loſt : 
There Charon ſtznds, who rules the dreary coaſt: 
A ſordid god: down from his hoary chin 
A length of beard deſcends ; uncomb'd, unclean: 
His eyes, like hollow furnaces on fire; 
A girdle, foul with greaſe, binds his obſcene attire. 
He ſpreads his canvas, with lis pole he ſteers; 
The freights of flitting ghoſts in his thin bottom bears, 
He look'd in years; yet in his years were ſeen 
A youthful vigour, and autumnal green. 
An airy crowd came ruſhing where he ſtood, 
Which filPd the margin of the fatal flood. 
Huſbands and wives, boys and unmarry'd maids, 
And mighty heroes* more majeſtic ſhaces ; 
And youths, entomb'd before their father's eyes, 
With hollow groans, and ſhricks, and feeble crics : 
Thick as the leaves in auturin ſtrow the woods; 
Or fowls, by winter forc'd, forſake the floods, 
And wing their haſty flight to happier lands: 
Such, and ſo thick, the ſhiv'ring army ſtands; 0 
And preſs for paſſage with extended har ds. 

Now theſe, now thoſe, the ſurly boztman bore: 
The reſt he drove to Ciſ.. noe from the ore, 
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The hero, who bekeld with wond'rirg eyes 

The turault, mix'd with ſhricks, laments, and cries; 

Ad of his guide, what the rude concourſe meant! 

Why to the ſhore the throoging people bent? 

What forms of law among the ghoſts were us'd! 

Why ſome were ferry'd o'er, and ſome refus'd? 
Son of Anchiies, offspring of the gods, 

The Sibyl ſeid, you ſee the Stygian floods, 

The ſacred ſtream, which heav*n's imperial ſtate 

Atteſts in oaths, and fears to violate. 

The ghoſts rejected, are th* unh: ppy crew 

Depriv'd of ſepulchres, and fun'ral due. 

The boatman, Charon; thoſe, the bury'd hoſt, 

He ferries over to the farther coaſt 

Nor dares his tranſport veſſel crofs the waves, 

With ſuch whoſe bones are not compos'd in graves. 

A hundred years they wende on the ſhore, 

At length, their penance done, are wafted o'er. 

The Trojan chief his forward pace repreſs'd ; 

Revolving anxious thoughts within his breaſt, 

He ſaw his friends, who, u helm'd bencath the waves, 

Their fun'ral honours claim'd, and aſk'd their quiet 

graves. 

The loſt Leucaſpis in the crowd he krew, 

And the brave leader of the Lycian crew: 

Whom, on the Tyrrhene ſeas, the tempeſts met z 

The (-ilors maſter'd, and the hip o'erſet. 

Amidſt the ſpirits Palicures xreis'c ; 

Yet freſh from life; a new admitted gueſt, 
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Who while he ſtcering view'd the Nars, and bore 
Miz courſe from Afric to the Latian ſhore, 

Fell headlong doun. The Trojan $x'd his view, 
And ſearcely thro' the gloom the ſullen ſhadow knew. 
Then thus the prince. What envious pow'r, O friend, 
Brought your lov'd life to this diſaſtꝰ rous end? 

For Phœbus, ever true in all he ſaid, 

Has, in your fate alone, my faith betray'd. 

The god foretold you ſhould not die, before 

You reach'd, ſecure from ſeas, th? Italian ſhore. 

Is this th? unerring pow'r? The ghoſt reply'd, 

Nor Phœbus flatter'd, nor his anſwers ly' d; 

Nor envious gods have ſent me to the deep: þ 
But while the lars, and courſe of heav'n I keep, 
My weary'd eyes were ſeiz'd with fatal ſleep. 9 
I fell; and with my weight the helm conſtrain'd 
Was drawn along, which yet my gripe retain'd. 
Now, by the winds and raging waves, I ſwear, 
Your ſafety, more than mine, was then my care: 
Leſt, of the guide bereft, the rudder loſt, 

Your ſhip ſhou'd run againſt the rocky coaſt. 

Three bluſtring nights, borne by the ſouthern blaſt, 
I floated z and diſcover'd land at laſt: 

High on a mountain wave my head I bore; 

Forcing my ſtrength, and gath'ring to the ſhore; 
Panting, but paſt the danger, now I ſciz d 

The craggy clids, and my tir'd members eas'd. 
While cumber'd with my dripping clothes I lay, 
e crue! nation, covetous of prey, 
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Stain'd with my blood th' unhoſpitable coaſt; 

And now by winds and waves my lifeleſs limbs are 

toſt : 

Which O avert, by yon ethereal light 

Which I have loft, for this eternal night: 

Or if by dearer ties you may be won, 

By your dead ſire, and by your living ſon, 
Redeem from this reproach my wand”ring ghoſt : 
Or with your navy ſeek the Velin coaſt : 

And in a peaceful grave my corpſe compoſe : 

Or, if a nearer way your mother ſhows, 
Without whoſe aid you durſt not undertake 

This frightful paſſage o'er the Stygian lake; 

Lend to this wretch your hand, and waft him o' er 
To the ſweet banks of yon forbidden ſhore. 
Scarce had he ſcid, the prophcteſs began; 

What hopes delude thee, miſerable man? 

Thinkſt thou thus unintorab'd to crofs the floods, 2 
To view the furics, and infernal gods; | 
And viſit, without leave, the dark abodes ? 5 
Attend the term of long revolving years : 

Fate, and the dooming gods, are deaf to tears. 
This comfort of thy dire misfortune take; 

The wrath of heav'n, inflicted for thy ſake, 
With vengeance ſhall purſue th' inhuman coaſt, 
Till they propitiate thy offended ghoſt, 

And raiſe a tomb, with vows and ſolemn pray'r; 
And Palinurus' name the place ſhall bear. 


This calm'd his cares : ſocth'd with his future fame: 


And pleas'd to hear his propegated name. 


— 
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Now nearer to the Stygian lake they draw z 
Whom from the ſhore the ſurly boatman ſaw : 
Obſery'd their paſſage thro” the ſhady wood, 

And mark'd their near approaches to the flood 

Then thus he call'd aloud, inflam'd with wrath, 

Mortal, whatc'er, who this forbidden path 

In arms preſum'it to tread, I charge thee ſtand, 

And tell thy name, and bus'neſs in the land. 

Know this, the realm of night, the Stygian ſhore; 

My boat conveys no living bodies oer: 

Nor was I pleas'd great Theſeus once to bear, 

Who forc'd a paſſage with his pointed ſpear; 

Nor ſtrong Alcides, men of mighty fame; 

And from th? immortal gods their lincage came. 

In fetters one the barking porter ty'd, > 

And took him trembling from his ſov'reign's ſide: *- 

Two fought by force to ſeize his beauteous bride. ) 

To whom the Sibyl thus: Compoſe thy mind; 

Nor frauds are here contriv'd, nor force deſign'd. 

Still may the dog the wand'ring troops conſtrain 

OF airy ghoſts, and vex the guilty train; Q 

Ana with her griſly lord his lovely queen remain. 9 

The Trojan chief, whoſe lineage is from Jove, * 

Much fam'd for arms, and more for filial love, C 

Is ſent to ſeck his fire in your Elyſian grove. 29 

If neither piety, nor heav'n's command, 

Can gain ais paſſage to the Stygian ſtrand, 

This fatal preſent ina prevail, at leaft; 

Then ſhew'd the ſhining bough, concea!'d within 
her veſt. 

Vol. II. T 
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No more was needful : for the gloomy god 

Stood mute with awe, to ſee the golden rod : 

Admir'd the deſtinꝰd off*ring to his queen 3 

(A venerable gift ſo rarely ſeen). 

His fury thus appeas'd, he puts to land : 

The ghoſts forſake their ſeats at his command. 

He clears the deck, receives the mighty freight, 

The leaky veſſel grozns beneath the weigl. t. 

Slowly ſhe fails, and ſcarcely ſtems the t- des; 

The preſſing water pours within her ſides. 

His paſſengers at length are wafted o'er; 

Expos'd in muddy weeds upon the miry ſucre. 

No ſooner landed, in his den they found 

The triple porter of the Stygian ſour d, 

Grim Cerberus ; who ſoon began to rear, 

His creed ſnakes, and arm'd his briſtliag hair. 

The prudent Sibyl had before prepar'd 

A ſop in honey ſteep'd, to charm the guerd. 

Which, mix'd with pow'rful drugs, ſhe caſt before 

His greedy grinding jaws, juſt op'.! to roar: 

With three enormous mouths he gapes, and Straight, 

With hunger preſs'd, devours the pleaſing bait. 

Long draughts of ſleep his monſtrous limbs enſla ve; 

He reels, and, falling, fills the ſpacious cave. 

The keeper charm'd, the chief without delay 

Paſs'd on, and took th' irremeable way. 

Before the gates the cries of babes new born, | 
Whom fate had from their tender mothers torn, | 
Afault his ears: then thoſe whom form of laws 
Condemn'd to die, when traitors judg'd their cauſe, | 
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Nor want they lots, nor judges to review 

The wrongful ſentence, and award a new. 

Minos, the ſtrict inquiſitor, appears; 

And lives and crimes, with his aſſeſſors, he:rs. 

Round, in his urn, the blended balls he rolls; 

Abſolves the juſt, and dooms the guilty ſouls. 

The next in place, and puniſhment, are they 

Who prodigally throw their ſouls away. 

Fools, who repining at their wretched ſtate, 

And loathing anxious life, ſuborn'd their fate. 

With late repentance, now they would retricye 

The bodies they forſook, and wiſh to live. 

Their pains and poverty deſire to bear, 

To view the light of heav'n, and breathe the vital air. 

But fate forbids ; the Stygian floods oppoſe ; 

And with ainecircling ſtreams the captive ſouls incloſe. 
Not far from thence the mournful fields appear; 

So calPd from lovers that inhabit there. | 

The ſouls whom that unhappy flame invades, 

In ſecret ſolitude, and myrtle ſhades, 

Make endleſs moans, and, pining with deſire, 

Lament too late their unextinguiſh'd fire. 

Here Procris, Eryphyle here he found 

Baring her breaſt, yet bleeding with the wound 

Made by her ſon. He ſaw Paſiphae there, 

With Phædra's ghoſt, a foul inceſtuous pair. 

There Laodamia with Evadne moves: 

Unhappy both; but loyal in their loves. 

Czneus, a woman once, and once a man; 


But ending in the ſex ſhe firſt began. 
T 2 
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Not far from theſe Phoenician Dido food ; 

Freſh from her wound, her boſom bath'd in blood. 
Whom, when the Trojan hero hardly knew, 
Obſcure in ſhades, ard with a doubtful view, 
(Doubtful as he who runs thro' duſky night, 

Or thinks he ſees the moon's uncertain light) ; 
With tears he firſt approach'd the ſullen ſhade ; 
And, as his love inÞir'd him, thus he ſaid: 

_ Unhappy queen! then is the common breath 

Of rumour true, in your reported death, 

find I, alas, the cauſe! By heav'n, I vow, 

And all the pow'rs that rule the realms below, 
Unwilling I forſook your friendly ſtate; 
Commanded by the gods, and forc'd by fate. 
Thoſe gods, that fate, whoſe unreſiſted might 
Have ſent me to theſe regions, void of light, 8 
Through the vaſt empire of eternal night. 

Nor dar'd I to preſume, that, rreſs'd with grief, 
My flight ſhould urge you to this dire relief. 
Stay, ſtay your ſteps, and liſten to my vous: 
*Tis the laſt interview that fate allows! 

In vain he thus attempts her mind to move, 
With tears and pray'rs, and late repenting love. 
Diſdainfully ſhe Iook'd; then turning round, 
But ſix'd her eyes unmoy'd upon the ground. 
And what he ſays, and fwears, regards no more 
Than the deaf rocks, when the loud billows roar. 
But whirl'd awab, to ſhan his hateful ſight, 

Hid in the foreſt, and the ſhades of night. 

Then ſought Sichæus thronch the ſhady grove, 
Who anſwer'd all her cares, and equall'd all her love. 
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Some pious tears the p itying hero paid; 

And fullow'd with his eyes the flitting ſhade. 

Then took the forward way, by fate ordain'd, 

And, with his guide, the farther fields attain'd ; ; Q 
Where, ſever'd from the rcſt, the warrior fouls 


remain'd. 
Tidens he met, with Meleager's race; a 
The pride of armies, an- the ſoldier's grace; b 
And pale Adraſtas with his ghaſtly face. 5 


Of Trojan chiefs he view'd a num'rous train: 

All much lamentcd, all in battle lain. 

Glaucus and Medou, high above the reſ!, 

Antenor's ſons, and Cercs' ſacred prieſt: 

And proud Idæus, Priam's chariotcer; 

V ho ſhakes his empty reins, and aims his airy ſpear, 

The gladſome ghoſts in circling troops attend, 

And with unweary'd eyes behold their friend, 

Delight to hover near; and long to know 

What bus'nefs brought him to the realms below. 
But Argive chiefs, and Agamemnon's train, 

When his reſulgent arms flaſhꝰd thro” the ſhady plain, 

Fled from his well-known face, with wonted fear, 

As when his thund'rirg ſword, and pointed ſpear, 

Drove headlorg to their ſhipe, and glean'd the 

routed rear. 

They rais'd a feeble cry, with trembling notes: 

But the weak voice deceiv'd their gaſping throats. 

Here Priam's ſon, Deiphobus, he found: 

V.hoſ face and limbs were one continued wound, 

T 3 
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Diſhoneſt, with !op'd arms, the youth appears : 
Spoi?d of his noſe, and ſhorten'd of his ears. 
Fe ſcarcely knew him, ſtriving to diſown 
Lis dotted form, and bluſhing to be known. 
And therefore firſt began. O Teucer's race, 
Who Curſt thy faultleſs figure thus deface? 0 
What heart cou'd with, what hand inflict this * 
diſprace? 

*Twas fam'd, that in our laſt and fatal night 
Your Engle pruwels long ſuſtain'd the fight; 
Til tir'd, not forc'd, a glorious fate you choſe, 
And fel! von a bee of ſlaugliter'd foes. 
Put, in remembrance of fo brave a deed, 
A tomb, ard fer'ral hor ours, I Cecreec : 
Thrice call'd your mars on the Trojan plains; 
The place your armour aud your name retains. 
Your body too I ſovglitz and had I found, 
Defgn' for buricl in your native ground. 

The ghoſi re p'y'd, Your piety has paid 
All r.cedful rites, to "reſt my wand”ring ſhade: 
But cruel fate, and my more cruel wife, 
To Grecizn ſwords betray'd my ſleeping life. 
Theſe are the monuments of Helen's love: 
The ſhame 1 beer below, the mai ks I bore above. 
You know in what deluding joys we paſt 
The night, that was by heav'n decreed our laft. 
For whey te fatal horſe, deſcending down, 
Pregn?: wan eus, o'erwhelm'd th? unhappy town, 
She feign . 1 1047nal orgies: left my bed, 
ind. miz'd with Trojan dames, tlie danccs led; 
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V/hich rouz'd the Grecians from their ambuſcade. 
With watching overworn, with cares oppreſs'd, 
Urhappy I had laid me Cown to reſt 3 : 
And heavy fleep my weary Embs poſſe 6d. 
Menptirze, my worthy wife our arms miſliid ; 
And from benenth my head my ſword convey'ld : 
The door unlatch'd; and, with repeated calls, 
Invites her former lerd within my walis. 
Thus in her crime her confidence ſhe plac'd ; 
for: with new treuſons wou'd redeem the paſt. 
ht nerd more: into the room they rap, 
Ard meanty murder'd a defencelels man. 
Liy Tis, baſely born, ird led the way: 
Averoing pou'rs! with juſtice if 1 pray, ; 
Ihat fortune be their own another day, 

But anſwer you; and in your turn relate, 
t brought you living to the Stygian ſtate? 
Diiv'n by the winds, and crrors of the ſea; ? 
Or did you heav*n's ſuperior doom obey ? 
Or tell what other chance concutts your way? 5 
To view, with mortal cycs, our dark retreats, 
Tur:zults and torments of th' infernal ſeats? 
While thus, in talk, the flying hours they paſs, 
The ſun had firiſl'd more than half his race: 
And they, perhaps, in words and tears had ſpent 
The little time of ſtav, which heav'n had lent. 
Put thus the Sibyl chides their long delay; 
Night ruſhes down, and headlong drives the day: 
Iis here, in ditf'rent poths the way divides 3 
The right, to Pluto's golllen palace guides: 
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Which to the depth of Tartarus deſcends; 

The ſeat of night profound, and puriſt'd fiends. 

Then thus Deiphobus: O ſacred mid! 

Forbear to chidez and be your will obey'd: 

Lo to the ſecret ſhadows I retire, 

To pay my penance till my years cxpire. 

Proceed, auſpicious prince, with glory crow n'd, 

And born to better fates than I have found. 

He ſaid; and while he ſaid, his feps he turn'd 

To ſecret ſhacows, and in ſilence mourn'd. 

The hero, looking on the left, eſpy'd 

A lofty tow'r, and ſtrong on ev*ry ſide 

With treble walls, v hieh Phicgethon ſarrounds, 

Whoſe fiery flood the burning empire bounds : 

And, preſsd bctwizt the rocks, the bellowing noiſe 
reſounds. 

Wide is the fronting gate, and r:is'd on high 

With adamantine columns, threats the ſky. 

Vain is the force of man, and heay'n's as vain, 

To cruſh the pillars which the pile ſuſtain. 

Sublime on theſe a tow'r of ſteei is rear'd; 

And dire Tiſiphone there keeps the ward. 

Girt in her ſanguine gown, by night and day, 

ObZervant of the ſouls that paſs the downward way. 

From hence are heard the groans of ghoſts, the pa.ns 

Of ſounding laſhes, and of dragging chains. | 

The Trojan ſtood aſtoniſh*d at their cries ; 

And afl'd his guide, from whence thoſe yells ariſe? 

And what the crimes, and what the tortures were, 

And loud laments that rent the liquid air? 


The left to that unhappy region tencs, 
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She thus reply'd : The chaſte and holy race 

Are all forbidden this polluted place. | 

But Hecate, when ſhe gave to rule the woods, 

Then led me trembling thro” theſe dire abodes : 8 

And taught the tortures of th' avenging gods. 

Theſe are the realms of unrelenting fate: 

And awful Rhadamanthus rules the ſtate. 

He hears and judges each committed crime 

Inquires into the manner, place, and time. 

The conſciuus wretch muſt all his acts reveal; 

Loath to confeſs, unable to conceal : 

From the firſt moment of his vital breath, 

To his laſt hour of unrepenting death. 

Straight, o'er the guilty ghoſt, the fury ſhakes 

The ſounding whip, and brandiſhes her ſnakes : 5 

And the pale ſinner, with her ſiſters, takes. 

Then, of itſelf, unfolds th* eternal door: 

With dreadful ſounds the brazen hinges roar. 

You ſce, before the gate, what ſtalking ghoſt 

Commands the guard, what centrics keep the poſt, 
lore formid ble Hydra ſtands within; 

Whoſe jaws with iron tecth ſevercly grin. 

The guravg gulf low to the center lies, 

And twice as deep as earth is Ciſtant from the Kies. 

The rivals of the gods, the Titan race, 

Here, ſing'd with lightning, roll within th'unfathom'd 

ſpace. 

Vere lie th' Alzan twins, (I ſaw them both), 

Euormous bodies of gigantic growth 

V ho dar'd in f ght the Thund'rer to defy ; 

Aﬀect his heav'n, and force him from the ſky. 
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Salmoneus ſuff' ring cruel pains I found, | 
For cmulating Jove; the rattling ſound 4 
or mimic thunder, and the glitt ring blaze 
Of pointed lightrings, and their forky rays. ' 
Tarovgt Elis and the Grecian towns he fiew z 

Th audacious wreich four fery courſers Crew: 

He wav'd a torch loft, end, madly vein, 

Sought godlike worſhip from a {crvitle train. 
Ambitious fool, with horny hooſs to paſs 

O'er hollow arches of reſonnding braſs ; 

To rival thunder in its rapid couric, 

And imitate inimitable ſorce. 

But he, the king of keav'n, obſcure on high, 

Bar'd his red arm, and launching from the ſky 

His writhen bolt, not ſhaking empty ſmoke, 

Down to the deep abyſs the flaming felon ſtrook. 
There Tityus was to ſee 3 who took his birth 

From heav'n, his nurſing from the foodful earth. 
Here his gigantic limbs, with large embrace, 

Infold nine acres of inſernal (pace, 

A ray'nous yulture in his open'd ſide, 

Her crooked beak and cruel talons try'd : 

Still for the growing liver digg'd his breaſt; 

The gro ing liver fill ſopply'd the feaſt. 

Still are his entrails fruitful to their pains ; 

Th' immortal hunger laſts, th' immortal food remains. 
Ixion and Pirithous I cou'd name; 

And more Theſſalian chiefs of mighty fame. 

High o'er their heads a mould”ring rock is plac'd, 
That promiſes a fail, and ſhakes at ey'ry blaſt. 
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They lie below, on golden beds diſplay'd, 

And genial feaſts, with regal pomp, arc made. 

The queen of furies by their ſides is ſet; 

And ſnatches from their mouths th' untaſted meat. 

Which if they touch her hiſſing ſnakes ſhe rears ; 

Toſling her torch, and thund”ring in their cars. 

Then they, who brothers better claim diſowy, 

Expel their parents, and uſurp the throne; 

Defraud their clients, and, to lucre ſold, 

Sit brooding on unprofitable gold: 

Who dare not give, and ev'n refuſe to lend, 

To their poor kindred, or a wanting frienc ; 

Vaſt is the throng of theſe; nor leſs the train 

Of luſtful youths, for foul adult'ry lain. 

Hoſts of deſerters, who their honour ſold, 

And baſcly broke their faith ſor bribes of gold: 

All theſe within the dungeon's depih remain, 

Deſpairing pardon, and expecling pain. 

Aſk not what puins; nor farther ſeek to know 

Their proceſs, or the forms of law below. 

Some roll a mighty ſtone z ſome laid along, 

And bound with burning wires, on ſpokes of whecls 
are hung. 

Unhappy Theſeus, doom'd for ever there, 

Is fix'd by fate on his eternal chair: 

And wretched Phlegias warns the world with cries ; 

(Cou'd warning make the world more juſt or u 09 8 

Learn righteouſneſs, and dread th' a venging deities. 

To tyrants others have their country ſold, 

Impoſing foreign lords for foreign gold: 
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Some have old laws repeaPd, new ſtatutes made; 
Not as the people pleas*.!, but as they paid. 
With inceſt ſome their daughters bed profan'd. 


All dar'd the wor ſt fills, and what they dar'd attain'd. 


Had 1 a hundred mouths, a hundred tongues, 
And throats cf braſs, inſpir'd with iron lungs, 

I could not half thoſe horrid crimes repeat; 

Nor half the puniſaruents thoſe crimes have met. 
But ict us haſte our voyage to purſuc ; 

The walls of Fluto's palace are in view: 

The gate, and iron aich above it, ſtands 

On anvils, labour'd by the Cyclops hands. 
Before our farther way the fates allow, 

Here muſt we fix on high the golden bough. 

She ſaid, and thro” the zloomy ſhades they paſt, 
And choſe the middle path: arriv'd at laſt, 

The prince, with living water, ſprinkled o'cr 
Nis limbs and body; then approach'd the door. 
Poſſcis'd the porch, and on the frout above 

He fix'd the fatal buugh, requir'd by Pluto's love. 
Theſe ho!; rites perform'd, they took their way 
Where long extended plains of pleaſure lay. 
The verdant fields with thuſe cf heav'n may vie; 
With ether veſted, and a purple fy: 

The bliſsſul ſeats of he py fou's below: 

Stars of t!.cir own, and their own ſars they know. 
Their airy limbs in ſports they exerciſe, 

And on the green contend the wreſticr's prize. 
Some in heroic verſe divinely ſing. 

Others in artful meaſures lead the ring. 
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The Thracian bard, ſurrounded by the reſt, 

There ſtands conſpicuous in his flowing veſt. 

His flying fingers, and harmonious quill, 

Strike ſev'n diſtinguiſh'd notes, and ſev'n at once they 

fill. 

Here found they Teucer's old hercic race; 

Born better times, and happier years to grace. 

Aſſaracus and Ilus here enjoy 

Perpetual fame, with him who founded Troy. 

The chief bcheld their chariots from afar : 

Their ſhining arms, and courſers train'd to war: 

Their lances fix'd in earth, their ſteeds around, 

Free from their harneſs, graze the flow'ry ground. 

The love of horſes, which they had alive, 

And care of chariots, after death ſurvive. 

Some cheerful ſouls were feaſting on the plain; 

Some did the ſong, and ſome the choir maintain; 

Beneath a laurel ſhade, where mighty Po 

Mounts up to woods above, and hides his head below. 

Here patriots live, who, for their country's good, 

In fighting fields were prodigal of blood; 

Prieſts of unblemiſti'd lives here make abode, 

And poets worthy their inſpiring god: 

And ſearching wits, of more mechanic parts, 

Who grac'd their age with new-invented arts. 

Thoſe who to worth their bounty did extend 

And thoſe who knew that bounty to commend. 

The heads of theſe with holy fillets bound; 

And all their temples were with garlands crown'd. 
Vor. II. U a 
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To theſe the Sibyl thus her ſpeech addreſs'd, 
And firſt, to him turrounded by the reſt; 
Tow” ring his height, and ample was his breaſt : 
Say, bappy ſouls, divine Muſzus, ſay, 
Where lives Anchiſes, and where lies our way 
To find the hero, for whoſe only ſe ke 
We ſought the dark abodes, and croſsꝰd the bitter lake? 
To this the ſacred poet thus reply'd ; 
In no fix'd place the happy ſouls reſide. 
In groves we live; and lie on moſſy beds 
By cryſtal ſtreams, that murmur thro? th.c meads: 
But paſs yon eaſy hill, and thence deſcend, 
The path conducts you to your jcurney's cud. 
This ſaid, he led them up the mountain's brow, 
And ſhew's them all the ſhining fields below ; 
They wind the hill, and thro? the bliſsful mea- 
Cows go. 
But old Anchiſes, in a flow*ry vale, 
Review'd his muſter'd racez and took the tale. 
Thoſe happy ſpirits, which, ordain'd by fate 
For future being, and new bodies wait. 
With ſtudions thoughts obſery'd th? illuſtrious throng, 
In nature's order as they paſs'd along. 
Their names, their fates, their conduct, and their care, 
In peaceful ſenates, znd ſucceſsful war. 
He, when Xneas on the plain appears, 
Meets him with open arms, and falling tears. 
Welcome, he ſaid, the gods undoubted race, 
O lang expected to my dear embrace; : 


Once more *tis giv'n me to bchold your face ! 
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The love, and pious duty which you pay, 

Have paſs'd the perils of ſo hard a way. 

'Tis true, computing times, I now beliey'd 

The happy day approach d; nor are my hopes deceĩv d. 

What length of lands, what oceans have you paſs'd, 

What ſtorms ſuſtain'd, and on what ſhores been caſt? 

How have 1 fear'd your fate! But fear'd it moſt 

When love afſuiPd you on the Libyan coaſt. 

To this, the filial duty thus replics ; 

Your ſacred ghoſt, before my ſleeping eyes, 6 

Appear'd; and often urg'd this painful enterprize. 

After long tofling on the Tyrrhene ſea, 

My navy rides at anchor in the bay. 

But reach your hand, oh parent ſhade, nor ſhun 

The dear embraces of your longing ſon ! 

He ſaid, and falling tears his face bedew : 

Then thrice around his neck his arms he threw: 

And thrice the flittiug ſhadow flipp'd away, 

Like winds, or empty dreams that fly the day. 

Now, in a ſecret vale, the Trojan ſees 

A ſep'rate grove, thro? which a gentle breeze 

Plays with a paſling breath, and whiſpers thro” the 
trees. 

And juſt before the confines of the wood, 

The gliding Lethe leads her ſilent flood. 

About the boughs an airy nation flew, 

Thick as the humming bees that hunt thc golden dew; 

In ſummer's heat, on tops of lilies feed, 

And creep within their bells, to ſuck the balmy ſees. 

U a2 
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The winged army roams the field around; 

The rivers and the rocks remurmur to the ſound. 

Aneas wond'ring ſtood: then aſk'd the cauſe, 

Which to the ſtream the crowding people draws. 

Then thus the fire. The ſouls that throng the flood 

Are thoſe, to whom, by fate, are other bodies 
ow'd : | 

In Lethe's lake they long oblivion taſte ; 

Of future life ſecure, forgetful of the paſt. 

Long has my ſoul defir'd this time and place, 

To ſet before your ſight your glorious race. 

That this preſaging joy may fire your mind, 

To ſeek the ſhores by deſtiny defign'd. 

O father, can it be, that ſouls ſublime 

Return to viſit our terreſtrial clime ? 

And that the gen'rous mind, releas'd by death, 

Can covet lazy limbs, and mortal breath? 

Anchiſcs then, in order, thus begun 

To clear thoſe wonders to his godlike ſon. 

Know firſt, that heav'n, and earth's compacted frame, 

And flowing waters, and the ſtarry flame, 

And both the radiant lights, one common ſoul 

Inſpires and feeds, and animates the whole. 

This active mind, infus'd thro? all the ſpace, 

Unites and mingles with the mighty maſs. 

Hence men and beaſts the breath of life obtain; 

And birds of air, and monſters of the main. 

Th' ethereal vigour is in all the ſame, 

And ev'ry ſoul is fill'd with equal flame: 
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Ot mortal meu. bers, ſubject to decay, 

Blunt not the beams of heav'n and edge of day. 5 

From this coarſe mixture of terreſ.1ial parts, 

Lehre, and fear, by turns, poſſeſo their Learts: 

And grief, and joy: nor cn the grov'ling mind, 

In the dark Cangeon of the limbs confin'd, Q 
Tert he native ſkies, cr own its heav'nly kind. 5 

Nor death itſelf car wholly waſh their ſtains: 

But lorꝑ contrafted filth ev'n in their ſoul remains. 

Ile relics of invet'rate vice they wear, 

And ſpots of ſn cbſcene in ev'ry face appear. 

For this are various penances injoin'd: 

And ſome are hung to bleach upon the wind; 

Some p:ung'd in waters, others purg'd in fires, 

Till all the dregs are drain'd, and all the ruſt expires: 

Ali have their manes, and thoſe manes bear : 

The few ſo cleans'd to theſe abodes repair, 5 

And breathe, in ample fields, the ſoft Elyſian air. 

Then are they happy, u hen by length of time 

The ſcurf is worn away, of each committed crime, 

No ſpeck is left of their habitual tains 

But the pure ether of the ſoul remains. 

But ben a thouſand rolling years are paſt, 

(So lang their puniſhments and penance laſt), 

Whole droves of minds are, by the driving god, 

CorapelPd to drink the deep Lethean flood: 

In large forgetful draughts to ſteep the cares 

Of thcir paſt labours, and their irkſome years, 

U 3 
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That, unrememb'ring of its former pain, 
The ſoul may ſuſſer mortal fleſh again. 
Thus having faid, the father ſpirit leads 
The prieſteſs and his ſon thro* ſwarms of ſhades, 
And takes a riſing ground, from thence to ſee 
The long proceſſion of his progeny. 

Survey (purſu'd the fire) this airy throng 

As, offer'd to the view, they paſs along. 

Theſe are th' Italian names, which fate will join 
With ours, and graff upon the Trojan line. 
Obſerve the youth who firſt appears in ſight ; 
And holds the neareſt ſtation to the light : 
Already ſeems to ſnuff the vital air; 

And leans juſt forward, on a ſhining ſpear. 
Silvius is he: thy laſt begotten race; 

But firſt in order ſent to fill thy place. 

An Alban name; but mix'd with Dardan blood: 
Born in the covert of a ſhady wood: 

Him fair Lavinia, thy ſurviving wife, 

Shall breed in groves, to lead a ſolitary life. 

In Alba he ſhall fix his royal ſeat; 

And, born a king, a race of kings beget. 
Then Procas, honour of the Trojan name, 
Capys, and Numitor, of endlefs fame. 

A ſecond Silvius after theſe appears; 

Silvius Æncas, for thy name he bears. 

For arms and juſtice equally renown'd : 

Who, late reſtor'd, in Alba ſhall be crown'd. 
How great they look, how vig'rouſly they wield 
Their weighty lances, and ſuſtain the ſhicld ! 
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Bat they, who crown'd with oaken wreaths appear, 
Shall Gabian walls, and ſtrong Fidenz rear: 
Nomentum, Bola, with Pometia found ; 

And raiſe Colatian tow'rs on rocky ground. 

All theſe ſhall then be towns of mighty fame; 
Tho” now they lie obſcure, and lands without a name. 
Sce Romulus the great, born to reſtore 

The crown that once his injur'd grandfre wore. 
This prince, a prieſteſs of your blood ſhall bear 
And like his fire in arms he ſhall appear. 

Two riſing creſts his royal head adorn ; 

Born from a god, himſelf to godhead born. 

His fire already figns him for the ſrics, 

And marks the ſcat amidſt the deities, 

Aulpicious chief ! thy race in times to come 

Shall ſpread the conqueſt of imperial Rome. 
Rome, whoſe aſcending tow?rs thall heav'n invade z 
Involving earth and ocean in her ſhade. 

High as the mother of the gods in place; 

And proud, like her, of an immortal race. 

Then when in pomp ſhe makes the Phrygian round; 
With golden turrets on her temples crown'd : 

A hundred gods her ſweeping train ſupply ; 

Her offspring all, and all command the ſly. 

Now fix your ſight, and ſtand intent, to ſee 

Your Roman race, and Julian progeny. 

The mighty Cæſar waits his vital hour 

Impatient for the world, and graſps his promis*d pow*r. 
But next behold the youth of form divine, 

Cæſar himſelf, cxalted in his line; 
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Auguſtus, promis'd oft, and long foretold, 
Sent to the realm that S:tarr. ral'd of old; : 
Born to te tore a beiter age of gold. 

Afric and Ind:a ſtall bis paw'r obey, 

He full extend Eis pr. ꝓagated ſway 5 
Beyond the ſolar year, without the ſterry way. 
Where Atlas turns the rolling heav'ns around: 
And his broad ſhou!ders with their lights are crowi d. 
At his fo:eſecn approach, already quake 

The Ce pien kingdoms, and Mzotian lake. 

Their ſcers behold the tempeſts from afar, 

Ard threat ning oracles denounce the war. 

Nile hears Eim knocking at his ſev'n-fold gates; 
And ſeeks his hidden fpring, and fears his nepi.cw's fates. 
Nor Hercules more lands or labours knew, 

Not tho? the brazcn-footed hind he flew ; 

Freed Erymanthus from the foaming boar, 

And dipp'd his arrows in Lernzan gore. 

Nor Bacchus, turning from his Indian war, 

By tigers drawn triumphant in his car, 

From Niſus* top deſcending on the plains; 

With curling vines around his purp'e reins. 

And doubt we yet thro” dangers to purſue 

The paths of honour, and a crown in view? 

But what's the man, who from afar appears, 
His head with olive crown d, his hand a cenſer bears? 
His hoary beard, and holy veſtments bring 

His loſt idea back: 1 know the Roman king. 

He ſhall to peaceful Rome new laws ordain ; 

Call'd from his mean abode, a ſceptre to ſuſtain. 
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Him Tullus, next in dignity, ſucceeds; 
An active prince, and prone to martial deeds. 
He ſhall his troops for fighting fields prepare, 
Diſus'd to toils, and triumphs of the war. 
By dint of ſword his crown he ſhall increaſe ; 
And ſcour his armour from the ruſt of peace. 
Whom Ancus follows with a fawning air, 
But vain within, and proudly popular. 
Next view the Tarquin kings: th' avenging ſword 
Of Brutus juſtly drawn, and Rome reſtor'd. 
He firſt renews the rods, and ax ſevere ; 
And gives the conſuls royal robes to wear, 
His ſons, who ſeck the tyrant to ſuſtain, 
And long for arbitrary lords again, 
With ignominy ſcourg'd in open ſight, 
He dooms to death deſerv'd; aſſerting public right. 
Unhappy man, to break the pious laws 
Of nature, pleading in his children's cauſe ! 
Fowe*er the doubrful fact is underſtood, 2 
"Tis love of honour, and his country's good: 
The coull. ner the Ricker, thats Go tines. I 
Bchold Torquatus the ſame track purſue 
And next, the two devoted Decu view. 
The Druſ an line, Camillus loaded home 
ith ſtandards well redeem'd, and foreign foes 
o*ercome. 
The pair you ſee in equal armour ſhine 3 
(Now, friends below, in cloſe embraces join; 
But when they leave the ſhady realms of night, 
And, cloth'd in bodies, breathe your upper light), 
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With mortal hate each other ſhall purſuc: 

What wars, what wounds, what ſlaughter ſhall enſue! 
From Alpine heights the father firſt deſcends ; 

His daughter's huſband in the plain attends: 

His daughter's huſband arms his caſtcrn friends. 
Embrace again, my ſons, be ſocs no more; 

Nor ſtain your country with her children's gore. 
And thou, the firſt, lay down thy lawleſs claim; 
Thou, of my blood, who bear'ſt the Julian name. 
Another comes, who ſhall in triumph ride; 

And to the capitol his chariot guide; 

From cunquer'd Coriath, rich with Grecian ſpoils, 
And yet another, fam'd for warlike toils, 

On Argos (hall impoſe the Roman laws; 

And on the Greeks revenge the Trojan cauſe : 
Shall drag in chains their Achillæan race : 


Shall vindicate his anc-ftors” diſgrace ; 

And Pallas, for her iolated place. 

Great Cato there, for gravity renown'd, 

And conqu' ring Coſſus, goes with r crown'd. 
Who c:n omit the Gracchi, who declare 

The Scipios* worth, thoſe thunderbolts of war, 
The double bane of Carthage? Who can ſee, 
Without eſteem for virtuous poverty, 

Severe Fabricius, or can ceaſe t admire 

1 The ploughman conſul in his coarſe attire! 
Tir'd as I am, my praiſe mie Fabi claim; 

And thou great hero, gre:teſt of my name; 
Ordain'd in war to ſave the ſinking Cate, 

And, by dclays, to put a ſtop to fate! 
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Let others bett mould the runnir g maſs 

Of medals, aud inform the breatiiing braſs; 
And ſoften inte ci a marble face: 

Plead betier t the bar; deicribe the ſkies, 

And when the ſtars deſcend, and when they riſe, 
But, Rome, tis thinc alone wish awful ſway | 


WY 


To rule mankind, and make the world obey; 

Diſpoſing peace ard war, thy own majeſtic way. 

To tame the proud, the fetter'd ſla ve to free; 

Ta-ſe are 1:5 ial arts, and worthy thee. 

He pavs': and while iti won ring eyes they view'd 

The pr:\fir.g ſpirits, thus Lis {reech renewꝰ'd. 

Sec great Marcellus! hov:, vnrtir'd in toils, 

Fe moves with manly grace, tow rich with regal 
ſpoi!s ! 

He, when his country (chrea: e n' with alarms) 

Requires his courage, and his cor u' ring arms, 

Shall more than once the Punic bands affright : 

Shall kill the Gavuliſh king in ſingle fight: 

Then to the capitol in triumph move, 

And dc third ſpoils ſhall grace Feretrian Jove. 

Aneas here beheld, of form divine, 

A godlike youth in glitt'ring artacu: ſhine : 

With great Marcellus keeping equa! pace: 

But gloomy were his cyes, Ccjcfed was his face. 

He ſaw, and, wond'ring, aſl'd his airy guide, 

What, and of whence he was, who preſs d the hero's 
ſide? 

His ſon, or one of his illuſtrious name, 

How like the former, and almoſt the ſame : 
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Obſerve the crowds that compaſs him around: 

All gaze, and all admire, and raiſe a ſhouting ſound: 

But hov'ring miſts around his brows are ſpread, 

And night, with ſable ſhades, involves his head. 

Seck not to know (the ghoſt reply'd with tears) 

The ſorrows of thy ſons, in future years. 

This youth (the bliſsful viſion cf a day) 

Shall juſt be ſhown on earth, and ſnatch'd away. 

The gods too high had rais'd the Roman ſtate; 

Were but their gifts as permanent as great. 

What groans of men ſhall fill the Martian field! 

How fierce a blaze his flaming pile ſhall yield ! 

What fun'ral pomp ſhall floating Tiber ſee, 

When riſing from his bed he views the ſad ſolemnity! 

No youth ſhall equal hopes of glory give: 

No youth afford fo great a cauſe to grieve, 

The Trojan honour, and the Roman boaſt; 

Admir'd when living, and ador'd when loſt! 

Mirror of ancient faith in early youth! 

Undaunted worth, inviolable truth ! 

No foe unpuniſh'd in the fighting field, 

Shall dare thee foot to foot, with ſword and ſhield. |} 

Much leſs in arms oppoſe thy matchleſs force, | 

When thy ſharp ſpurs ſhall urge thy foaming horſe. 

Ah, cou'dſt thou break thro? fate's ſevere decree, 

A new Marcellus ſhall ariſe in thee! 

Full caniſters of fragrant lilies bring, 

Mix'd with the purple roſes of the ſpring : 

Let me with fun'ral flow'rs his body ſtrow, 2 
5 
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This gift which parents to their children owe, 
This unavailing gift, at leaſt, I may beſtow! 
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Thus having ſaid, he led the hero round 

The confines of the bleſt Elyſian ground; 
Which when Anchiſes to his ſon had ſhown, 

And fir'd his mind to mount the promis'd throne, 
He tells the future wars, ordain'd by fate; 

The ſtrength and cuſtoms of the Latien ſtate 3 
The prince, and people; and fore arms his care 
With rules, to puſh his fortune, or to bear. 
Two gates the filent houſe of fleep adorn; 

Of poliſh'd iv'ry this, that of trani{parent horn; 
True viſions thro? tranſparent horn ariſe; 

Throꝰ poliſh'd iv'ry paſs deluding lies. 

Of various things diſcourſing as he puſs'd, 
Anchiſes hither bends his ſteps at laſt, 

Then, thro” the gate of iv'ry, he diſmiſs'd 

His valiant offspring, and divining gueſt. 


Straight to the ſhips A:neas took his way; 2 
Embark'd his men, and {kimm'd along the ſea: 
Still coaſting, till he gain'd Cajeta's bay. 5 


At length on oozy ground his gallics moor : 


Their heads are turn d to ſea, their ſterus to ſore. . 


. THE EXD OF THE SECOND YOLUME. 
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